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AEGEAN 


DING! 

The new email notification jolts me out of my chair. Instead of reading it 
immediately, | walk around the table several times, telling myself to take a deep breath to 
calm my nerves. However, my hand holding the phone is shaking terribly. 

Considering their sudden reply, it’s a miracle | haven't fallen head-first. 

This is a significant email on which my life depends. After waiting for weeks, | finally 
received a reply from the studio. The thing is, | need to see how it turns out. 

All right, time to face the truth. 

One, two, three! 

| can’t hold my excitement! 

Even if lm too afraid to open it, | have to do it eventually. | muster up the last bit of 
my courage and click on the email before my eyes. 

‘Dear Mr. Rawi Lerdpanya,’ 

Okay. The name is correct. Definitely not a mistake. 

| sweep my eyes over the message before my heart races dramatically when | read 
this sentence. 

‘We are looking forward to working with you.’ 

HOLY SHIT! 

I'm about to enter the coming-of-age stage of becoming a first jobber like 
others. 

| finally got hired by my dream studio as | had hoped. Good job. | feel so amazing 
that | want to announce it to the world by withdrawing all my money to publicize myself for 
a whole year. 

Then | realize I’m nearly broke. 


Unable to keep the joy to myself, | close the email and call someone. He picks up 
after a few seconds. 

The first call... 

"Hello, Jo, my buuuddy." 
[Hey, what’s up? You sound happy.] It seems he senses my overflowing delight, so | 
fill him in with my exciting story. 
"| have good news." 
[You won the lottery?] 
"No. Try again." 


[Boo returned the three hundred baht he owed you?] Ugh, | almost forgot my friend 
owned me the money. Not to mention he borrowed it two years ago. | guess it has been 
discomposed. 

"Wrong. Try again. One more chance." 

[Just tell me. I’m freaking curious. Quit building the anticipation, you piece of shit.] | 
must have overdone it and angered Jo. Let’s get to the point, then. 

"Listen carefully. The good news is | got a job!" 

[Unbelievable! At BFB?] 

My best friend asks in disbelief, so | remind him this is not a dream. 

"Yeah. | knew it just now. They emailed me earlier." 

[Congrats, dude. I’m about to cry. You're the last one in our gang.] 

"ım crying right now. Boohoo." I’m acting as if I’m on a film set. Well, I’m over the 
moon right now. 
[We gotta celebrate. ] 
"Sure thing. My treat." 
[Yeah!] 
"Yeah. Hanging up now. I'll be happy with myself a little more." 
[Sure. Talk later tonight.] 


By being happy with myself, I’m not spending my time alone as you might think. | 
call the second person straight away. 

"Gyo." 

[Yaaaas? | 

"| have some exciting news." Again. Like a replayed movie. 

[What is it?] 

"| got a job." 


[Holy hell! Is it the position of a colorist27] Her scream pierces through my ears. My 
friend probably feels more thrilled with the good news than | do. 

"m starting as an assistant, but its enough to make me super happy." 
[This is the good news of the year. We have no choice but to celebrate] 
"Yup. We'll go all out." 
[No stopping ‘til we get drunk, okaaaay?] 
"For sure. Hey, hanging up now. I'll be happy with myself a little more." 
[Go ahead. ] 
The third call... 
"Hello, Dolllll." 


[It’s Dou. Talay, you rolling your tongue totally ruined the mood.] Though he replies 


in an awfully irritable voice, | don’t care. | replay the scene. 
"Guess why | called you." 
[| don’t know. Is there something exciting?] 
"m going to tell you now. Brace yourself." 
[Is it good news or bad news?] 
"Good news." 
[Spill.] 
"| got a job. You guys don’t have to be on edge for me anymore." 


[Whoaaaaa.] He rolls his tongue way worse than me. After being dramatic, his 
cheeky voice slowly trembles. [I feel like crying. You were training at a small production 
house, but now you've gone places. ] 

The voice on the other end sounds extremely excited. | can’t hold back my smile. 

"m thinking of celebrating with you guys. I'll tell you later where." 

[Sure! You'll be working at a famous studio. | can’t miss it.] 

"Thanks, Dou. When | was broke, | had you finding me odd jobs." Though the jobs 
were cat sitting at his place at times. 

[Well, you're my friend. ] 

Before things get emotional, | will end it here. If Dou cries, I'll have to comfort him 
for about an hour without getting anything done. 

"Yeah. Hanging up now. I'll be happy with myself a little more." 

[Okay, hic.] 

There it is. He’s started sobbing. Good thing I’ve hung up, or Bangkok will drown in 
his tears. 

The fourth call... 


| guess I’m too happy for myself as my actions contradict my thoughts, considering 
how I'm calling the whole gang. Before | know it, the last one in my mass communication 
gang has answered the call. 

"Poppy-honey, | love you." 

[There must be good news if you're saying you love me.] He knows me so well. 

"The world must remember this impressive occurrence of the day." 

[Just get to the point. Why the hell are you beating around the bush?] 

"Listen carefully, bud. Hoo~" Let me put my hand over my chest and breathe out for 
a second. 

Even though I’ve made quite a few calls, my excitement isn’t subsiding. It, on the 
contrary, noticeably increases, making my friend shoot in a cheeky voice. 

[Will | get to hear it in this lifetime? Or do | need to die first?] 

"That’s too much. The good news is | got a job." 

[Oh, wow. ] 

My big smile slowly fades as doubts arise in my mind. Besides that emotionless ‘Oh, 
wow,’ he says nothing more, unlike the first three who got all dramatic. 

"Why do you sound not so happy for me?" 

[Do |? Here's the thing, Talay...] Pop pauses before continuing. [Turn on the 
camera. ] 

What’s with him? 

Despite my growing confusion, | can’t be bothered to ask again. | turn on the 
camera as requested. And the second the sight appears, | find out that... 

TA-DA!!! 

[Surprise~] 

My friends shout together in playful tones. Also, they’re all there, not a single person 
absent. I’m the only one idling in my place. 

"Shit, you guys are all together?" 

[You've forgotten everything. We're filming together. Itd be weird if we weren't 
together.] | mean, Dou, who works on CGI as he’s not good at filmmaking, is there. |, who 
stay home alone, am the weird one here. 

"So when | called you..." 

[You called us around the table. Aw, you said you’d be happy with yourself, yet all 
our phones kept buzzing.] His teasing words make me ashamed. | quickly reply in 
embarrassment, cracking a dry laugh. 

"Hey, you're speaking too much. Jeez." 

They roll their eyes. Who told them to be on a film set together? 


[Quit blabbering and get to the point. Where are we celebrating? ] 

"Do you feel like going to the sea? I'll pay for the trip," | offer. The eyes of those four 
human beings sparkle simultaneously. 

[You serious? ] 

"’m a man of my word." 

| smile. My friends smile. We smile at each other through the camera while 
imagining a luxurious sea trip. 

Just to find out later that... 

"Hey." 

"What?" 

"The sea in my mind was the Maldives. How come we turned up at the Bang 
Kapong Dum Beach?" 

Jo’s question hurts my little heart. | thought of some better places. Not the Maldives 
or anything like that, though. There are loads of beautiful beaches in Thailand, but a first 
jobber such as me isn't loaded. | can only take them to the one near Bangkok. 

"Come on." | pat my friend’s shoulder before shooting a sheepish smile to the others, 
who stare ahead in a daze next to me. 

"Its freaking crowded. They will get in our photos no matter what," Jo keeps 
complaining. 

"Have you heard about a retouching application? Do you know Photoshop?" 

"You sold dreams to us. | want to throw my sandals at your face." 

"Bang Kapong Dum has its own charm. Cheer up." 

"m freaking cheering up." 

That’s Gyo. She’s probably the saddest as she looked up tons of photo references. 
She also prepared a lot of two-piece swimsuits. 

We don’t play in the water during the daytime since we're nearly stomped on by the 
crowd. We decide to go straight to the resort. Fortunately, there’s a small swimming pool to 
kill the boredom. It makes my friends feel better. 

What about me? Who plays in the swimming pool on a sea trip? We're supposed to 
do this...opening the acceptance email from the studio and daydreaming for the millionth 
time. 

"Your gums will be dry from smiling too much." 

| divert my eyes from my laptop to the voice owner striding in. | can tell Jo is 
mocking me just by looking at his cheeky face. He’s actually been doing this since we 
traveled here. 

"Well, I’m feeling happy." 


"Okay then, you obsessed first jobber." With that, he flops on the canvas bed next to 
me. 

Jo is my best buddy, my first college friend. We know each other well in everything. 
Be it preferences, dreams, or even tons of secrets we keep for one another. 

"Why did you bring your laptop?" His keen eyes drop on my make-—a-living tool on 
my lap. 

"Just to be safe. In case there’s something urgent." 

lts a force of habit, | assume. After graduation, besides taking care of Kaprao and 
Horapa, Dou’s British Shorthairs, | did color—grading for YouTubers to earn money while 
hunting for a full-time job. That’s why | always stay in front of the screen and carry my 
laptop everywhere. 

"| don’t think there’ll be anything urgent. The guys are jumping into the pool right 
now, can’t you see?" 

Upon hearing that, | turn my attention to the movements in front of me. My other 
three friends are having fun splashing in the water. 

"| caaaan." Thats when my mind is taken over by my beloved job. "What if | color- 
grade their skin tones to orange—ish to make things look brighter and cuter?" 

"Orange-ish, my ass! Can you stop thinking of mood and tone for a sec? We're here 
to relax, not work." Despite his irritated expression, | don’t care. 

"The lavender purple of the floating tubes stands out too much. | fucking want to 
change it to mustard yellow." 

"Jeez~" 

"How about this? Let’s change the entire mood. Turn the water into Aegean blue to 
fit the horror theme." 

"You're really into this, huh? Horror, my ass!" 

"It sounds mysterious. Just my style." 

"| thought your style was pastel pink. When you color—grade short films, the mood is 
always so sweet that my eyes get blurry." 

"| didn’t do that to every project. | only allow pink in romantic scenes and ones with 
fatty pork." 

Jo purses his lips irritatingly. Not responding to me, he averts his eyes to his phone 
screen and shouts loudly. 

"Gyo! It’s time." 

When the only girl in the gang hears that, she quickly struggles to climb out of the 
pool. The action increases my curiosity. 

"Why is she in such a hurry?" 


"To watch the series," Jo answers with a deadpan face. 

"Huh? At three?" 

"Its a rerun." 

"Who's in it?" 

"Her favorite actor." | try to think of that man. 

"Oh, | remember she almost bought all tickets for the movie he stars in last 
week." 

"| mean, she’s his fan." 

"She freaking went all out. | even got dragged into it." 

"| heard you helped her prepare his gift." | sigh, not denying it. 

As the madly in love leader of the fandom, she both works and attends events. She 
didnt have time to prepare a gift for her love since her schedule was packed, so l, a 
jobless person, offered to take care of it. 

"Come on, we love whom our friends love." 

"Can | love your girlfriend, Jo?" 

"You piece of shit! Don’t annoy your seniors when you start working. I’m worried you 
won't pass the probation period." He nags like a father. Is he really my friend? 

"Worry about yourself first." 

"I'm proud of being a traffic guard. | don’t have to worry about getting fired." 

"kay." 

Jo got deceived that he would get to work in an important position on the set, but 
his main job turned out to be guarding the road. However, instead of feeling sad, he 
energetically posts photos of his task on SNS to show off every day. 

The five of us actually had our own dreams, but they didn’t last long as we had to 
struggle to feed ourselves, taking any opportunities coming our way. | was the only picky 
one. Wishing to work for the famous studio, | applied for no other jobs. Besides, the studio 
is open for applications only once a year. 

As a result, | finally got a full-time job. A year later than my friends, though. 

"Oh, shit..." My friend’s voice brings me back to reality. | then feel drops of water on 
my skin. 

"Its suddenly raining." 

In the sunlight. With no sign or warning. 

"Let’s get inside, or your beloved laptop will get rained on." 

Not waiting for my friend to finish the sentence, | rush inside immediately. The other 
two clumsily climb out of the pool in a panic. 


| don’t understand why they're in a hurry when they're already wet. Puddles now 
form over the tiles in the hallway. 

| can only shake my head and set my laptop on the small table, then | call 
everyone to drink together before sundown. 

We brought a lot of booze. There’s no way we won't be wasted tonight. 

And we are absolutely wasted, as expected. We start getting drunk in two hours, 
enjoyably talking about our memories until there’s nothing to retell, yet the rain isn’t 
stopping. The intoxication leads to me coming up with a silly idea. 

Not drinking while chatting about funny stories. Not shuffling cards to show off our 
skills to everyone. It is... 

"Wanna play in the water?" 

"We just did in the late afternoon," Dou cuts in. 

"| mean, in the sea." 

"I's raining, crackhead. Plus, it’s late," Poppy chimes in. 

"I’m suggesting this because it’s raining. After playing in the water, we can sit there 
and watch the sunset. Enjoying the vibe, you know?" 

Before our youth is over. Before we wont have time to have fun with each other 
later in life. Since there’s still a chance, | want to go wild with them for once. 

"You sure?" 

"Yeah." 

Not allowing room for hesitation, | run outside first. My two feet feel the white sand 
after stepping out of the tiles. The faster | run, the more | feel like flying. When it’s all 
replaced by the coolness of the seawater, | lunge right into the waves. 

Turning around, | laugh as | see my friends charging forward like those zombies in 
The Walking Dead. 

A few seconds after looking at that sight, | float on my back, surrounded by nature, 
letting the waves hit me repeatedly, my body carried away by the current. 

My eyes are glued to the sky above. It displays raindrops falling down continuously. 
The sky color gradually alters according to the movements of the sun. 

Is this what they call the golden hour? 

"Wooooo!" | holler, sweeping my arms through the water as | take in everything 
around me. 

| love colors. 

Also, | love the sea. | love its color. Be it when the sunlight shines on the surface or 
when the shades change due to the weather. 


| often hear people say, ‘Nothing beats seeing things in person.’ Seeing the sky, the 
stars, and the sea with my own eyes is indeed remarkable as claimed. 

After studying for years and watching loads of movies, | discovered another thing of 
beauty. It’s the beauty of seeing things through filters. The seawater is no longer the familiar 
blue. It can be any color or mood, depending on how we adjust it. 

"Don't go too far," my friend shouts from behind. 

"| know!" 

"Come here and play together," they call for me again. | quit being stubborn to go 
further. 

"Okay." 

And so, | turn towards the beach. After swimming for a moment, my legs suddenly 
go numb. 

| don’t know why it’s happening. In shock, | gather my strength and quicken my 
strokes, but | can’t move even an inch forward. My body is slowly pushed under the 
surface. 

As | struggle to swim in the massive sea, a small part of my brain tells me to call 
my best friend in the distance, though | have no idea if he will hear me. 

"Joll!" 

Aside from my legs, both my arms begin to go numb. Not giving up, | try my best 
to resurface. 

"Jo, he..." 

My body doesn’t listen, unfortunately. | can’t even ask for help, which lessens my 
hope to zero. 

Help, help me... 

| just want to live, follow my dream, and do so many things | haven't done, but... 

In my blurry vision, | see Jo swimming toward me. He will save me in a few 
moments. 

But | don’t know why it feels like it’s going to be too late... 

GASP! 

The feeling of running out of air has been engraved in my brain. 

Despite being wide-open, my eyes take a while to adjust to the light. My other 
senses start to work again. Even though | barely have the strength to move my body, my 
nose catches the smell | despise. 

The smell of hospitals. 

The brightness of the sight before me slowly clears out. The first thing | see is three 
people staring at me. 


One of them is an old man. The other one is a woman dressed fancily. The last one 
is a man in a crisp dark shirt. We stare at one another. When | blink, he blinks. It continues 
for some time until someone's voice reaches my ears. 

"Your friends said your condition was severe." 

Blinking, | wish | could reply but my body doesn’t comply. | can only force myself to 
speak with my hoarse, incomprehensible voice. 

"How many times are you planning to cause trouble? I’m sick of dealing with 
everything for you." 

Wait, what the hell is happening? 

| woke up in a hospital for some reason with a stranger nagging with seemingly no 
intention of stopping. 

"You hit someone with your car last time. Now you had a physical fight with others. 
You're such a..." 

He begins to raise his voice, so | cut in with my quivering voice as best | can. 

"You..." 


"Who...are you?" The man’s eyes nearly pop out. 

"What did you just say, you brat?! After causing trouble, you’ve got the nerve to 
pretend to have amnesia?" Whoa, what kind of nonsense is this? He must've walked into the 
wrong room. 

"m not pretending. Who are...all of you? And...where are my friends?" 

| remember | was swimming in the sea, then my body went numb. | struggled to 
stay afloat and shouted for help for a while, thinking it was probably my last moment. | 
didnt expect myself to wake up surrounded by none of my friends and family. There are 
only strangers scolding me, shaking. 

"How could you ask who | am? Y...You dare to cut ties with your father?" 

"m not your son." 

"Huh?!" 

"m not your son," | repeat, loud and clear, but my words seem to add fuel to the 
fire. 

"You damn brat. Ungrateful bastard, biting the hand that feeds you." What a 
combo. 

| wish | could tell him my dad is Piak, and he’s probably sipping his coffee at home. 
| can’t find the right moment to say that since the man’s hand is flying towards me. It would 
have struck my head had the woman at his side not stopped him. 


"Dont hit our son." 

"Look at him. Look at what he said to me." 

"He’s still injured." 

Despite that, the father pays no mind. He shakes his arm off her grip and...smacks 
me. 

That fucking hurts! 

"lll draw blood out of your head today." 

"Dear, please don't hit our son." 

The woman tries to stop the man while he’s so hell-bent on hitting me. What in the 
world is going on? 

The first strike is on my arm. | don’t know where he hits me the second and the 
third time as I’m busy dodging. The pain isn’t that bad, but I’m afraid lIl drop dead right 
here. | attempt to survive by rolling out of the bed. 

THUD! 

OQuuuuuch! 

My body is weak and my bones hurt. Not to mention these bruises. Im all 
battered. 

"Fucking brat! Huff, huffff." 

| turn to the man to witness the most pathetic scene. He puts his hands over his 
chest with bulging eyes before collapsing and panting. The only woman in the room lunges 
in to support his body and wails so loud my ears almost bleed. 

"Dear~" 

They’re obviously acting. The man is pretending to faint as the woman is being 
pretentiously dramatic. What a rare sight. 

Give them a damn Oscar. 

Ignoring their fake asses, | scramble into the bathroom and lock the door. 

Did my friends bring me to the film set by any chance? A candid camera! There 
must be a camera hidden somewhere. 

With that thought, | gather all the strength | have left to stand up with much difficulty 
to, firstly, explore the bathroom. 

DUN! 

If this was a movie, there would be a horror sound effect and some evil spirit 
jumping out to scare the hell out of me. There’s no ghost, though, only the sight of 
someone in the mirror. No matter how many times | rub my eyes, it remains the same. 

| try touching my face and tilting my head left and right, and my heart drops. 

Fuck! 


The face, hair, and body aren’t mine. 

Whose body am | in? 

Besides, this body has so many purple and green bruises that | can barely catch 
the skin tone. 

Thinking this might be a long dream, | slap my face once. The numbness spreads 
across my cheek, making my tears drop. 

I'm not sure if I’m crying because of the pain or because I’m facing the most 
unfortunate event in my life. All | Know is | have to deal with this confusion somehow. 

Knock, knock, knock. 

Someone is knocking on the bathroom door from the outside. | wipe my tears with 
my sleeve before opening the door to face them. 

"Who am |?" 

The three people look perplexed, but the man in a dark shirt is the first to pull 
himself together. 

"Quit joking, Tess. No one’s laughing." 

Hold up, who’s Tess? 

"m also not laughing. I’m not the person you're talking about. I...1..." 

"Tess~ Oh, my son," The woman whimpers, rushing to pull me in her arms. This is 
not a hug, more like a headlock. 

"Miss, | think there’s a misunderstanding." 

"| understand, dear, but this is not working." Aside from not listening to me, she 
whispers something weird, "Act emotional. Make him feel sorry for you and it will be 
okay." 

"Huh?" 

"My son, poor you." 

"But I..." 

"It must hurt so much. | think the doctor should check on you one more time. 
Darling...can’t you see that he’s hurt? He's reflected on his action." Wow. She's being 
dramatic again without waiting for my response. 

The delicate body finally pulls away. The woman stares at me as if signaling 
something. Even if | oppose the idea, |, feeling pressured, force myself to do it. 

"Waaaaaah." 

Damn, | have to fake crying out of the blue so the other person can play along with 
the same emotion. 

"Why do you have to force yourself, Tess?" 

"Waaaaaah.' 


Amid the fakest cry in the hospital, | can only roll my eyes, overwhelmed by all sorts 
of feelings. 

The first sentence popping up in my head is... 

What did | do to deserve this?!!! 


1 Colorist takes care of color—-grading and color correction in films, dramas, series, or commercials. 
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ULTIMATE GRAY 


The exhausting time goes by so slowly as if one gray day lasts 48 hours. 

| waste my time crying, getting back up to console myself, and repeating. It 
continues like that for some time until | feel tired. It’s time to get over it and find a way to 
escape from this place. 

| set an expensive laptop on my lap and click the browser on the empty night- 
mode desktop. Of course, the most uncomplicated website to search for information is 
Google. 

| type it and press enter immediately, then | see something puzzling... 

Google doesn’t exist in this universe! 

Reality can be too cruel sometimes. The fact that I’m living in ’a parallel universe,’ 
being a complete stranger to the society with no one | know, is painful. 

On top of that, fate doesn’t even allow me to use Google. Good thing a similar 
result comes up. Even though | can’t find the website I’m looking for, | have Qoogle. 

Damn, my throat itches saying the word. 

| encourage myself by breathing in and out deeply and focusing on making the 
most of this search engine. It’s no surprise that there is no one | know in this universe. 
However, | have one remaining hope—my dream and job. 

| type the English abbreviation ‘BFB’ in the search bar. Sadly, it only shows pictures 
of exercise equipment stores, not a production house. It’s all right. I'll try with the full name 
to make it easier to find. 

‘Behind the Film Bangkok’ 

DING! Qoogle leads me to tons of behind-the—scenes clips of movies and shows. 
Nonetheless, nothing indicates my dream studio exists. Noooooo. 

It hurts so much | feel like bawling again. 

"Stay calm. Calm down." 


There must be something remaining the same. Bangkok exists, the same as other 
provinces, though the private hospital here resembles a mini version of a mall. 

Please show up, please show up, please show up... 

| pray over and over after typing ‘'GGN,’ one of the top production houses in 
Thailand, in the search bar. 

Yes! GGN existsssss. 

Barely containing my happiness, | roll around on the hospital bed to my heart's 
content. Behind the Film Bangkok might be affiliated with GGN like in my universe. 

Not wasting time guessing, | click on the top link. At least | still have my dream job 
to ease the pain. 

But... 

GGN in this universe doesn’t produce films. 

GGN here SELLS CHICKEN POPS. 

No way! It’s not trueeeeee. 

Thattawa Jirajaroenkul is on the name tag of this bed. 

Its been days, yet | can’t get over it. How can |? | woke up in a strangers body 
with a group of people messing with me every single day. Tess this, Tess that. 

Tess, my ass. The person sitting right here is Talay. 

| don’t know how important the body owner is to have people visiting him nonstop. 
An executive, a business partner, and his father’s important client. Even nearly all his 
relatives have turned up with gifts. Its such an unfamiliar atmosphere. 

We have nothing in common. Not the face, the family, the social status, or the 
education. The only thing we share is our birthdate. 

Yes, we were born on the same day in the same year. 

Wanting to know why | woke up here, | snuck out of the hospital when | had a 
chance. Unfortunately, | got carried back to my room before | could manage to step out of 
the hallway. Tess’s father even had someone keeping watch on me from afar. 

He’s not worried about his son’s condition since the bruises and wounds on this 
body heal pretty quickly. He’s just afraid | will go out and cause trouble, so he has no 
choice but to force me to stay in bed. 

As to the mother, | found out yesterday that she’s a former well-known actress. It’s 
no surprise why she persuaded me to act for many scenes. 

Knock, knock, knock. 

A while after grumbling about my sad little life, | hear knocks on the door. Two men 
enter and greet me. One walks in normally while the other is on a wheelchair, but they're 
both as physically battered as | am. 


"Hello, Test~" One of them starts. 

"Who are you both?" 

"Your dad, | guess?" Shit, why are they so over-the-top? 

"Am | your fucking friend?" | bark back. 

"Yes, you are. How are you feeling? | even bought you a gift" The man in a 
wheelchair hands me a huge bouquet. | accept it out of courtesy and listen to him explain. 
"Look at how thoughtful | am... chose white roses as it represents our pure friendship." 

"It's supposed to be yellow for friendship." 

"Arrrrgh, | made a mistake, huh? | didn’t think you'd be smart." 

He scratches his head to hide his embarrassment before offering me a sheepish 
smile. What a pain. | might not know much, but | never back down when it comes to 
colors. 

"So we'’re...friends?" 

For days in the hospital, I’ve been visited by so many people. Even so, there has 
never been a day the body owner's friends showed up until now. 

"Yeah. Do you remember us?" the one standing asks. 

"No." 

"Quit joking. Your mom told us you came up with a lie to run away from your 
problem like usual." Is Tess the boy who cried wolf? He must have lied so much that no 
one believes him any longer. "No worries. Your dad doesn’t really care. He’s just acting 
tough. Once we're discharged, we'll take revenge on those bastards. Fuse, our dear friend, 
will be our leader." 

He pats the shoulder of the man in a wheelchair. 

"Its your idea, Kita. Don’t put me on the spot." 

All right, now | know their names without having to ask. That one is Fuse, and that 
one is Kita. When | look at their faces, | sense something disastrous. 

"Cant you guess my mood from my expression?" 

"What's your mood? | can’t guess that," Kita asks cheekily, so | give him a cheeky 
answer. 

"Ash brown." 

"Ash brown, my ass. Your concussion must be serious." 

"You two are just as bad. What swollen faces. Did mosquitoes bite them?" 

His face and neck are covered in bruises. The one in a wheelchair has it worst, 
considering the cast around his cervical collar. 

"We fought the same mosquitoes. | thought you wouldn't make it at first. Thank you 
for taking the hit for me." 


Ugh, that’s fucking tragic, dying because of taking the hit for a friend. 

"Even if | did that, you guys still look terrible." 

Imagine if | didn’t help them. 

"Tsk, it’s just a fagade. Look!" Fuse slowly removes his cervical collar to show his 
perfectly uninjured neck. "I’m just pretending to be hurt. Well, your dad forbade us to see 
you, so we had to act pitiful like this." 

"Huh?! You went this far?" 

"No biggie. We’ve done worse." 

Uggggh, what kind of people do | have to mingle with? Their actions are beyond 
imagination. 

"Its a shame we can’t get the other party punished. The police said it was just a 
fight. How irritating." 

"I’m tired," | exhale, rolling my eyes for the millionth time. 

"Hey, don’t overthink it. When you get discharged, we'll hold a party for you." 

"Still in the mood to party?" 

"Stay unfazed. It'll go down in history." Why don’t you ask me if | want to go down in 
history with you? 

"My dad will scold me." 

"Tess, since when are you scared of your dad?" 

"Now." 

"Hey, don’t be. Fear not. You're never his favorite. Just do whatever the fuck you 
want. 

A child with a complex? No wonder why the body owner was beaten to a pulp. 
Their thoughts and attitudes will lead them to their death someday. What do | do now? I’m 
still agonizing over the fact that | woke up in someone else’s body, and now | have to deal 
with the craziness of people around me. 

| miss my family, friends, job, and dreams. 

| remember having a conversation with a friend before graduating. We talked about 
our dreams and growth. He pointed out that the happy endings in movies or dramas are 
mostly the main characters dating or getting married. Other people, on the contrary...yes, 
I'm talking about myself. 

My happy ending isn’t marriage or a successful love life but following my dreams 
and thriving in my career. 

But look at me now... 

It’s like the success I’ve dreamed of is ruined before my eyes. 


| believed the friend that was the best at bringing me disasters was Jo. Now that 
I've met these guys, | don’t know what to do. 

"Hey, can | ask you something?" 

"What?" 

I've stopped using the internet for days to heal my heart. At least | don’t have to 
feel hurt when ’404 Not Found’ keeps coming up. Well, I’m ready now... 

"Whats the number one production house in the country?" 

If possible, | want to go there. 

"The heck? Are you kidding me?" Both of them laugh with mocking expressions. 

"What's so funny? Answer my question." 

"Okay, lIl answer." Kita, acting like a representative, clears his throat and stares at 


me. 


"The one owned by your ‘dad.” 

What?!!! 

"Excuse me." 

Before | can get more shocked by the truth, someone knocks on the door and 
speaks in a familiar voice. He’s the male nurse in charge of me. There’s another female 
nurse who takes turns taking care of me. 

We talked a bit about general stuff, but he never officially introduced himself to 
me. 

Right now, the tall and lean figure walks in with a smile as usual. The two friends 
pay no mind and keep on planning their silly activities before excusing themselves, leaving 
the male nurse alone with me. 

"Your friends stopped by? Looked fun," the male nurse comments politely. 

"Did | look like | was having fun?" I’m not messing with him or anything. | simply 
wonder when | showed a sign of happiness because | felt like crying. 

"My bad. Your friends looked like they had fun." 

"l'm not their friend." Can | vent a little? I’m seriously at my wits end. "| don’t know 


what | did in the past life to deserve this." 


"Your condition has improved greatly. The bruises will all heal in no time." 

"That's not what Im worried about," | say in distress. "Do you believe in 
reincarnation?" 

He goes quiet, then speaks. 

"| do. The ancestors said if you commit a sin, you will be reincarnated to pay for it 


in your next life." 


"That's not what | mean. | mean...when you die and wake up in a stranger's 
body." 

He laughs. | sigh in resignation. 

"Everyone | talk to about this says I’m crazy. You must be thinking the same." 

Why did | even bring it up to him? Perhaps | was so hopeless that | had no idea 
where to turn. 

"Not at all. I’m the same as you." | receive a reply after a pause. 

"Did you get your ass beaten up and sent to the hospital?" 

"No." His smile fades. His face turns grim and solemn. "You're not Mr. Thattawa." 


"You’re someone else." 

His voice echoes in my head repeatedly. | don’t know what to do except sit still, 
letting him drop the bomb on my head. 

"You had an accident and gained your consciousness in a stranger’s body, correct?" 
Not saying a word, | nod automatically. "I’m saying you're not the only one having this 
fate." 


"There are many others." 

The male nurse is Puwadol. He’s been here for years and established himself as the 
moral guardian who helps those in trouble. In other words, he’s the one cleaning up 
everything. 

He’s stationed at this hospital, taking care of patients while giving help to those who 
die and wake up in new bodies. | was amazed by one thing he said: ‘If | don’t help them, 
they are simply left in the middle of the ocean with no life jackets.’ 

An accurate metaphor. When | opened my eyes again, all | felt was 
hopelessness. 

"Does it happen to a lot of people in a year?" 

Since Puwadol can’t stay long, we text or talk when he checks on me in my room 
only. Like today... 

"Not more than two in a year at this hospital. Well, for the record. There are 
probably more unfound." 

This is a parallel universe. 

It’s similar to where I’m from, but without something | need. 

"Has anyone managed to go back home? | don’t want to be here. | want to go back 
home. | have dreams and my family to take care of. | found out earlier that my dream 
company doesn't exist here." 


| gush, not letting him cut in, pouring out all the feelings in my heart. 

"Calm down, bro." He pats my shoulder in a friendly manner. "What's your job in that 
universe? I’m a male nurse." 

"Good for you to be in the body of someone with the same career." Look at me. The 
body owner is twenty-three and still hasnt graduated after repeating years. Plus, he studies 


something totally different from me. "I’m an assistant colorist." 


He’s dumbfounded, absolutely. A minute later, he smiles as if he’s figured out the 
answer for himself. 

"You're mixing colors to paint houses?" 

"Noooooo." Nobody is allowed to misunderstand the job I’m proud of. | won't let that 
happen! "Most people say we're artists grading colors for videos. We work on...colors in 
movies, dramas, music videos, ah...and commercials." 

"Oh, if | wear white, can you change it to blue?" 

"Yes." 

"Can you turn a dull video warm in a Japanese vibe?" 

"Easy—peasy." 

"Holy cow. What about changing my face to yours?" 

"Wait, that’s CGI." | don’t know when we started talking so casually. The closer we 
get, the more comfortable | feel with him. 

"So, will you tell me if anyone has gone back home or not?" 

"It's possible, but..." 

"But what?" 

His perfectly shaped lips break into a smile, yet it sends chills all over my body... 

"You just have to die again." 

Whenever | recall the moment | drowned, my heart will pound, nearly jumping out of 
my chest. The fear and desperation overwhelm me. Im afraid of dying but still wish to go 
back. However, it’s not like | can instantly return to my original body. Things are more 
complicated. 

After gathering information in bed for about a week, | finally get discharged. Tess’s 
mother—l’m going to call her this way—sends someone to pick me up. He drops me off at 
such a luxurious place | could never experience back in my universe. 

lts super fancy. 

| suddenly own a duplex apartment on a high building. In addition, it’s located on 
the economic street in the center of the city. The window overlooks countless towering 


buildings. It feels like I’ve teleported to the hotel inLost in Translation. 


As if that’s not stunning enough. My eyes catch the supercar keys scattered on the 
counter near the door. 

"Are they fake?" Who the fuck drives this many cars? He’s crazy. 

I'm most surprised that there are brands | know back in my universe. This is the first 
time I’ve had a chance to touch them with satisfaction. | usually drove an old car with a 
weak engine. 

| start exploring the other areas. The living room, the fully equipped kitchen, the 
bathroom that’s two times more spacious than my old bedroom. Not to mention the massive 
bed. As | walk, my body feels so light that | might faint anytime. 

"Wow~" 

| gape when | enter a room. Is this a walk-in closet or a clothing shop in the mall? 
There are so many that | can never wear all of them in this life, with all kinds of shoes, 
bags, and designer watches. It’s all dazzling that my knees almost buckle. 

( Rerr — — Rrrr — — )/ 

But the phone interrupts me first. 

| take the expensive phone out of the pocket of my jeans, the body owner’s crucial 
possession. 

"Yes, Dol?" | pick up, not making him wait long. 

[Are you home?] 

"Yes, bro. I’m stunned." 

I've become the son of God, the heir of the owner of the biggest production house 
in the country. Moreover, this family is doing business in countless lines of entertainment. 
The mother is also incredible, running a branch of a beauty salon and spa. 

When | first learned about all of this, | didn’t know how to act for quite some 
time. 

[Well, it’s your first time. You'll get used to it.] He pauses, then resumes. [Are you 
free at one?] 

"Yes." 

[Ill send you the location. See you there.] He hangs up without waiting for my 
response. 

A few seconds later, | receive a notification of a pinned location. Good thing this 
phone supports using Face ID, so | can unlock the screen without having to waste my time 
guessing the password. Once everything is ready, | put on my shoes and call a taxi cab to 
the destination. 

Why dont | drive one of the cars | own? All | can say is...l’m scared. I’ve never 
driven high-priced cars, so | figured | should be careful with both my life and Tess’s 


possessions. 

1.25 p.m. 

Dol told me to meet up outside. It’s been twenty-five minutes and he hasn't shown 
up. 

He’s making my fucking mood pickled—cucumber green. 

Since there are lots of things I’ve recently discovered and many remaining unclear, | 
have to constantly push myself to learn new things. Numerous places in this universe are 
similar to mine, but some don’t exist here. The same goes for people. Dol said | might 
stumble upon familiar faces, but they’re not the people | know. 

Therefore, everything | come across each day is uncertain and unpredictable. And 
some set conditions are freaking disheartening. 

| take my phone from my pocket to call him. Before | do that, the familiar figure runs 
towards me, gasping for breath. 

"Sorry. Took the wrong bus." Ugh~ He’s stayed here for years, yet he lost to me, 
who has been here for a week. 

His answer dispirits me. 

"Its okay. Why this place, by the way?" | look up at the sign of a weirdly named 
convenient store, the pinned location. | wonder if he wants me to stock my cabinets with 
something. 

"You'll Know when you go up there." 

He never answers my questions. | follow him inside toward the staff's supply room 
with the stairs to the second floor at the back. While walking, | use this time to ask for 
helpful information. 

"| have to find someone in order to return to my universe?" 

"Uh-huh," the male nurse replies, not even turning around to look at me. 

"That person must be from my universe and have the same fate?" 

"Yeah." 

"How do | know it’s that person?" 

"There’s a sign." 

"Which is?" 

"No idea." 

"What?" 

"That’s why | took you here. Here we are." The tall, lean figure stops in front of the 
door on the fourth floor. He pushes me inside and greets everyone in excitement. "I’m here 
with a new member." 

A dozen pairs of eyes are fixed on me. 


"Hello, I’m Talay," | introduce myself briefly with my original name, and they nod. A 
woman around forty years old approaches me and holds my hands before speaking. 

"m the head of the Association of Thai People in Different Universe. My name is 
Jubjang." 

"Thai People in Different Universe?" | repeat. 

| only heard ‘Thai people in a foreign land.’ But I’m in a different universe. 
Amazing! 

"Yes." She smiles and continues, "We're a group of people with the same fate. We 
share information and discuss things. If you have any problems, you can come here. If it’s 
inconvenient, we have a secret group on social media. I'll invite you." 

That simple...? 

"And...so what? Will | be able to go home?" 

"Yes. We have to live with hope." Upon hearing that, my eyes sparkle. 

"How long have you been here?" 

"Not long or short. Twenty years." 

"Niceeee. Huh?!" 

Twenty years?! My body will have decomposed by then. She gave me hope then 
pushed me off a cliff with no mercy. Who would be able to endure getting stuck here for 
twenty years? 

"Lucky for me, I’m a single woman with no responsibility or any family. Its a 
relief.” 

But | have all of that... 

"No worries. Come and sit here." Noticing my perturbed expression, she hastily 
changes the subject, "Want some passionfruit juice?" 

"No, thanks." | doubt | can gulp down anything, already full from all the tears 
inside. 

After I’ve sat down with my trembling legs, we all get serious. The other members 
gather close. 

"| assume Dol told you we need to find someone that matches us. When you meet 
that person, you will dream." 

"Dream?" Dol never mentioned it... 

"Yes. Have you not noticed you've never dreamed since you came here?" 

| try to process what she has said. The more | think about it, the more shocked | 
feel. lve never noticed that I’ve never dreamed since | woke up in Tess’s body. 

"Why do we not dream? Do people in this universe dream?" 


"Yes. It’s just us," Jubjang says slowly, explaining with calm. "| don’t know why 
exactly. | can only assume it’s because we know no one here, aren't familiar with this world, 
and have no memory of this place. Thats why we don’t dream." 

A parallel universe is more complicated than | imagined. 

Had this not happened to me, | would have thought it was a movie plot to be filmed 
soon. 

"Has anyone in the association ever said what we will see in the dream?" | ask after 
getting speechless and pulling myself together. 

"It's a place that will take us back to our universe." 

"How do we know we've found that person?" 

"There’s a sign. Fate designs you and that person to have something in common, 
such as preferences or marks on original bodies. Some...have a shared memory without 
realizing it." 

"That’s super broad." 

Concrete or abstract, it’s like looking for a needle in a haystack. 

One, we can’t pinpoint the sign as it isn’t fixed. 

Two, even if you have something in common with that person, you can’t be sure if it’s 
designed by fate until you dream. 

"We can narrow it down a little bit," Jubjang says, giving me hope. "The fact that we 
woke up in the body in this universe means you have some kind of connection with the 
body owner. Thus, ninety-nine point nine percent of those we're looking for are someone 
close to our new bodies." 

The bigger problem is | have no idea whom Tess mingles with. Well, he might not 
have many friends, but he sure has a bunch of enemies. lm pretty scared I'll get knocked 
down while taking a walk. 

"What's his name, your new body?" a long-haired man asks as | argue with the 
thoughts in my head. 

"Tess." 

"Has anyone here known or seen him before?" When everyone shakes their heads, 
Dol steps up and puts a small laptop in front of me. 

"Fill out the form first so we can check if you match anyone in the association." 

| dont understand it at first. But when | skim the form, | get the answer. 

I's a form with nearly a hundred questions regarding the details like birthdates, 
weight and height, marks on original bodies, friends, education, preferences, memories, 


complexes, people we’ve met, and so on. | type down everything under numerous 
questions. 

Just to find out that... 

"No match. The only matched things are stir-fried meat with basil and regularly 
watching movies at House." Jubjang’s answer and deadpan face hurt my little heart 
deeply. 

"If we just love stir-fried meat with basil, don’t call it a match." 

It's a favorite menu to many, after all. 

| doubt favorite food and a frequented place are the signs of the person I'm looking 
for. 

"Can | ask a question? If | can’t find that person, do | have to live here until | 
die?" 

"That’s not always the case. If the person in your original body tries hard until he 
dreams and comes back here, you can return home. But...if that person dies, you'll also 
die." 

Holy fuck! Those words make me go blurry—eyed and see everything in mahogany 
brown. 

| have to entrust my life to someone like Tess? | will never return home. | can only 
hope he doesn’t get into mischief in my body and leaves me to be the one finding the 
solution. 

Right now, I’m borrowing his body while he’s borrowing mine in the other 
universe. 

Were trying to gather the countless scattered puzzle pieces together without a hint 
of where to start. Regardless, as | think of my warm family, my friends’ laughter, my dream 
job, and even the moments when | waited to see my name in the movies’ credit rolls, | 
know | don’t want to waste a second lingering here. 

I'll do whatever it takes. 

The mission to find the anonymous person begins in the morning. 

I'll call this persona portkeylike inHarry Potter. It takes you to specific locations. One 
of the essential keys | can think of is those two friends who visited me at the hospital. 

| consider asking them to list the names of all my friends, but then | realize they 
might be suspicious. | cross out the idea and decide to rely on myself first. 

Besides the phone with Face ID, the sweet little Tess left all social media accounts 
logged in, making it easy for me to contact each of his friends. 

Please~ | hope | find that person. I'll start with his senior in the same department. 

"Hey, Tess." 


| called him in the morning, and he invited me for lunch. | accepted the invitation 
without a second thought. 

I've never expected the senior to be so handsome that I’m stupefied. Shit, he’s tall, 
in shape, dressed fancily. The restaurant, our meeting place, is also damn luxurious. 

He’s the ideal type to many. 

Although I’ve been making it clear that I’m not interested in dating because l'm 
determined to follow my dream. It doesn’t mean I’ve never had a crush or fallen in love with 
anyone before. 

Besides, everyone | was into was...men. 

"H...Hi.". By the time I’m back to reality, he’s already settled on a chair opposite 
me. 

"It's been a while. How are you doing?" 

"Good." If | tell him the truth that my life is falling apart, I’m afraid he'll be in 
shock. 

"What about Uncle?" Which Uncle? Uncle... "Your dad." 

"Oh, good, | guess." 

We've rarely seen each other since | got discharged. 

"Let’s order something first." 

| grab the menu to take a look and can't help swallowing. Aside from the crazily 
costly prices, some menus are foreign to me. | point at some of them randomly. 

"What’s your plan after graduation? Are you going to work at your dad’s company 
right away?" 

The senior—junior conversation starts while we wait for the food. 

"The economy is bad lately. The movie industry grows in opposition to people’s 
well-being. If he sees this problem and deals with it, that'll be great." | nod in agreement 
and open my mouth to speak, but the senior resumes after catching his breath, "How's your 
car, the one that crashed? | told you to buy the model a few million more expensive. It’s 
better." 

"Right. Here’s the thing..." 

"It wore me out. The car, house, and condominium. Do you know I’ve moved to a 
new penthouse?" 

"Good environment, but not many parking spots." 

Look at him prattling. He keeps talking, and | can’t find the right moment to cut 


What made me decide to contact him first today? Since | don’t have a chance to 
speak and have never experienced this much luxury, | sip on the water to kill time. 

"You've changed a lot, Tess. You don’t talk much." Whoaaa, every time | open my 
mouth, you interrupt me, not letting me speak. "Oh, why did you want to meet up with me, 
anyway?" 

I've almost finished a whole pitcher by the time we get back to the point. 

It’s too late now. He’s a damn chatterbox and knows Tess’s family so well. He's 
obviously not from my universe. 

"Nothing. | just want to catch up with you." 

"Is that so? Let’s have a meal together again when you have time." 

Never again, | swear. Once is enough. 

Tess, people around you are too much. You have my respect. Jeez~ 

Though the first one is a failure, | don’t give up and contact another one of his 
friends straight away. 

Three days have passed in the blink of an eye. Nothing has changed. The situation 
is hopeless. 

Tess has a lot of friends, but none of them wants to be close to him. Those who 
actually stick around are only Kita and Fuse, and neither of them undoubtedly is my 
portkey. 

For days, I’ve put so much effort into meeting up with everyone on the list. Some 
tried to avoid me, but | fought on with my shameless ass by visiting them in person. Like 
today. 

They should know who they're dealing with. 

"Tess." 

"Hey, buddy." 

| wave at the skinny man standing behind the counter. From what | roughly found 
out, this friend opened a Mediterranean café in a popular area after graduation. The 
business is going well. 

"Why are you here?" 

"| tried to meet up with you, yet you came up with all those excuses. That’s why l'm 
here." 

"m busy." 

| don’t think he is. | can see only fear reflecting in his eyes. VIl just order some 
drink, have a brief chat, and leave, so he won't feel comfortable. 

"Float, have you ever died?" 

CLINK! 


He drops his spoon. 

"T... Tess, if I've Somehow annoyed you, I’m sorry. I'm really sorry. | won't talk about 
you behind your back again. | won't badmouth you. | won't..." 

"Wait, that’s not what | meant." | quickly interrupt that trembling voice. 

"Why did you mention death? Are you threatening me?" 


"lll call the police. I'll call themmm." 

"Calm down, dude. You seem busy, so I'll leave now. Bye~" 

Not wanting to get dragged out in front of the customers, | run out of the café in 
embarrassment. Just another day of failing to find my portkey. 

None of the seniors is my portkey. 

Neither do the college friends. 

The high school friends are out of the question. 

The uncles, aunts, and parents’ friends care only about health and businesses. 

The party friends are even worse. They know nothing about the world of dying and 
being born again. However, there’s a group of people | haven't reached out to. 

| scroll on the screen to view the saved numbers. I’m not sure if | should be happy 
or sad seeing heart stickers after a bunch of names. | assume these are Tess’s love 
interests. Unable to hold back, | call each of them one by one. 

Ever since | started this intense mission to find my portkey, I’ve slowly stopped 
worrying about using someone else’s possessions. Lately, I’ve been driving Tess’s cheapest 
car for my convenience. 

Aside from finding my portkey, it feels like I’m getting to know Tess. His personality. 
The way society and people around him see him. | learn about all of this daily. The worst 
part was when | met up with his exes. Some broke up with him on good terms, but some 
didn’t even want to look him in the eye. 

This time, I'll be meeting up with Tess’s ex at a restaurant, as usual. The prices here 
are reasonable, though. 

We agreed to meet at three, and | arrived ten minutes early. A slim woman walks in 
after a moment. | greet her first. 

"Hey, Balloon." 

"...". She doesn’t reply. All that’s left is silence and the sound of the AC that works 
perfectly. 

"Sit down first. Order anything you like, Balloon." 

"Say what you have to say," she cuts to the chase even before her butt touches the 
chair. 


This is good. | don’t have to beat around the bush. To hell with the art of 
speech. 

"| want to ask you..." 

"You were such a sweet talker when you hit on me, but then you dumped me out of 
the blue. | tried to get back with you, yet you never cared. Now you suddenly called me? 
You don’t even remember what | like to eat. Only someone like you can do things like this," 
she vents all her frustration. This is the problem of reuniting with exes. Worse, they’re not 
even mine. 

Fuck you, Tess. What a troublemaker. 

"You mean me?" And I’m shameless enough to ask that question. 

"No. It’s my friend." 

"To you, how am | as a person?" I’ve come this far. | might as well go all the 
way. 

"You're very nice." 


"How so?" 


"How soooo?" 

Not answering, she sits still. The chills | feel radiating from her completely seal my 
lips. This is the cold war | wish | could flee from but have to force myself to finish the 
meal. 

We dont say goodbye. No, ‘See you later,’ like the others said. The only thing | 
remember and still vivid is her smile. 

The awfully cold—blooded smile. 

In the past week, | poured my blood, sweat, and tears into finding the one and 
barely had time to sleep. | ran out to meet whoever | successfully contacted and carried 
my disappointment back home over and over. 

"What’s wrong?" 

Dol isn’t on duty today, so he hangs out with me in the park. 

"m pooped. I’ve met tons of people, but none of them is the one I’m looking for." 
Probably catching my gloomy face, Dol gives me a sympathetic look. 

Tess has this long list of enemies, dozens of exes, and heaps of lovers. Some got 
so mad they posted on social media that they banned Tess from their lives. | get 
goosebumps just by thinking about it. 

"Relax. Don’t rush it." 

"| can’t stay here long. You know it." 

"Listen, there's a method the association is testing. Not sure if itll work for you." 


"What is it?" 
"Well..." 


They say life is a journey, so I'll use every ticket and make the most of them. It 
doesn’t matter if the path will be difficult or take me to the destination as hoped or not. 

After receiving a suggestion from the experienced Pulwadol, | start my mission 
without wasting a second. 

The first two days were a failure. On the third night, | put on a mask and a cap, 
covering myself like a robber. | also dress up Kita the same way before we’re headed to 
the nightclub in the city together. 

"Are you messing with me? What the fuck is this fashion?" he still complains even if 
we've arrived. 

"Can you stop grumbling for a fucking sec?" 

"No." He gets even more worked up and continues to speak instead of listening to 
me. "Why are we here? We usually don’t hang out at this nightclub." 

"| want to find the person who helped us that night." 

"For what?" 

"Just want to say thanks." 

"Why did you bring me?" 

"In case we bump into our enemies. Having you as my armor is better than fighting 
alone." It can’t be helped. I’ve died before. Cowardice is my last name now. 

"Oh, dearrrr. What a coward. This is so unlike you." 

"Who am | in your eyes?" 

"An idiot." 

"Shut up." That’s enough for me. 

According to Dol, someone in the association found his portkey where things 
started. Besides, that person helped him survive. The one dying to return home like me 
won't miss the chance. The problem is | might get in trouble going back to where the fight 
happened. 

"The night we got beaten up, do you really not remember who called the 
ambulance?" 

| don’t know anything about that night except what Kita and Fuse repeatedly 
bragged about how cool they had been. The double leg kicks, the tricky speedy punches, 


and stuff. I’m not even sure if what they said was true. 


"Ugh, how am | supposed to remember shit? | was drunk, fucking wasted. It was a 
miracle | could open my eyes in the morning." 

| shake my head in resignation. Fuse gave me a similar answer and even left to flirt 
with a girl today. How unreliable. 

Two days ago, | began meeting up with those who had helped me according to the 
list, from the doctor who had treated me to the paramedics coming to the nightclub in the 
ambulance to save me. But they all aren't the one. Dol then suggested | should find the 
first person that helped me. 

"Where do we start?" Kita looks around. | guess he’s itching to show off his moves 
on the floor. 

"Let’s talk to the manager." 

After asking a staff member, we march towards a middle-aged man in a crisp 
suit. 

"Excuse me, sorry to bother you." He stands quietly, seemingly waiting for me to 
speak. "ld like to ask about the fight two weeks ago." 

"You..." 

He finally utters in a hoarse voice, knitting his brow. 

| forgot | greeted him looking like a robber. It’s no surprise he’s being paranoid. | 
quickly pull the mask to my chin to reveal my face. 

"I'm the one beaten up that night." 

"Oh, | remember now. That night was chaotic with all the ambulance and police 
cars." | crack a sheepish laugh. They'll see me as a troublemaker for a long time. 

"Do you happen to know who called the ambulance? | want to personally thank that 
person." 

"Eh...’m not sure. There's no surveillance camera there. I'll ask a staff member 


here." 


After the first one, we move on to the second witness. 

"It was a whole mess that night, I’m telling you. The customers were panicking. You 
collapsed on the floor, and no one dared to move you, afraid itd affect your condition. 
When | saw your state, my heart was in my mouth. All | could do was pray for you to be 
safe." 

There goes an emotional scene without any useful information. | feel like crying~ 

"Can you please get to the point? Haha." 

"Sorry. I’m a bit emotional." 


"It's okay." 
"The problem was there were so many people, so Im not sure. You should ask my 
friend about it." 


The third witness... 

"Let me tell you. It was epic." 

"m all ears." 

Even though the male worker is busy carrying a tray of drinks to serve the 
customers, Kita and | stubbornly follow him around. 

He has to work and fill us in at the same time. 

"The other customers said you got roughed up because you flirted with the man’s 
girlfriend. Despite your wrongdoing, they shouldn’t have gone that far." 

"Ah..." | don’t really want to know the cause of the fight. Allow me to go back to my 
question with an exhausted heart. "Do you have a clue to the person who called the 
ambulance?" 

"No, | don’t. | was busy trying to block everyone away from you. A waitress told me 
the one who called the ambulance was a man." 

"And?" 

"That’s all | Know. Kae! Tell them about that night." 

The fourth witness... 


"| remember what happened. It started at ten—fifteen. | was in the restroom when | 
heard a commotion outside. When | ran out, | screamed so loud. | wish | could help, but | 
alone could never beat a dozen of men. So, | rushed inside to ask for help from the 
staff." 

| want to walk back to the manager and ask how he trained his staff. None of them 
has answered the question. Why do they have to beat around the bush all the time? 

"Go on. l'm listening." | press on, unyielding. 

"When | came back out, | found only you and your friends lying on the floor." 

"Did you see who called the ambulance?" 

"| did. It was a man in tattered clothes." 

Wait! Wearing tattered clothes to a fancy nightclub? Interesting. 

"How does he look?" 

"He has thick eyebrows and a sharp nose. His face was a mess just like yours." 

No matter how hard | try to think, no one pops up in my head. My impertinent 
friends and | were the ones getting beaten up that night. Who else got involved in the 


fight? 

"Does he have any recognizable feature that you remember?" 

"m really sorry. m not good at describing faces. I'll know who he is if | see him 
again." | sigh. My effort today also bears no fruit. "Oh! His phone case." 

My hope arises from the waitress’ excited face. 

"| remember his phone case was his own face. A big photo. | was even thinking he 
must be pretty confident." 

My heart drums because | feel oddly familiar with what she has said. As | piece 
everything together, | get closer to the truth. 

A tall man with thick eyebrows and a sharp nose in tattered clothes using a phone 
case with his own face. 

Who?! 

"Does the person you mentioned look like this?" 

A voice snaps me awake, followed by a face reveal. 

"Yes, it’s you." The waitress’ eyes widen. 

| turn to the man smiling proudly, wondering why fate keeps playing jokes on me. 

"Kita..." 

"Did | help you?" 

"| guess?" 

"Oh, dearrrr. | must've been drunk and done it unconsciously." 

He has the guts to burst out laughing, making me want to charge in and smack his 
back. You piece of shit! Why did | cover myself up to get a clue from so many people 
when the target had been by my side all along? 

Even if he was the one helping me, there’s no way he’s my portkey. He knows me 
too well. 


What the hell am | doing?! 


This is fucking exhausting. 

After looking for my portkey all day, | carry my worn-out body back home. | flop on 
the couch and lie still for some time. 

| spring up when my stomach growls. Too lazy to order food, | grab some instant 
noodles to cook and eat while watching TV. 

At that moment, my eyes catch a stack of books on the TV shelf. | pick some to flip 
through and put them back when bored. The one I’m holding has scratches on its cover, 
looking pretty old. It’s a yearbook dating back years ago. A primary school yearbook. 


Ever since | started finding my portkey, lve contacted high school and college 
friends but not primary school friends. Even though it’s a small chance, | want to give it a 
try. | flip through the pages until | find the group photo. 

Of course, | spot the young Tess grinning in the corner of the photo. The surprising 
thing is, while everyone stands straight and looks directly at the camera, Tess wraps his 
arm around someone’s neck as if they’re close. 

My heart beats fast again as | stare at the boy in the photo without blinking. After a 
moment, | slowly lower my eyes to the name below and see his full name. 


Pakorn Uea—angkun 


03 


CHOCOLATE CREMOSO 


"When it happened, | was in the concert of my favorite indie band." 

The person speaking is a forty-year—old woman who talks like a young girl, but no 
one mentions it. We know we can’t choose our bodies. 

The Association of ‘Thai People in Different Universe’ has a room where we can talk 
and vent. At least we don’t have to be alone with our wild thoughts. 

"A lightstick in my right hand. My left hand took photos with my phone. | sang the 
chorus passionately." | picture the situation with her words. "Do you know how hard it was 
to get the ticket to watch the band’s live music?" 

Everyone shakes their heads. Their faces remain sympathetic. 

"But | didn’t care about that. All | wanted was to see the person | loved up close. 
When he walked to the nearest part of the stage, getting closer to me by each step, who 
would’ve thought he’d look at me and wink? | was already screaming, but then | screamed 
even louder. All | Knew at that moment was my life was complete. AHHHHHH"" 

My ears are splitting. Are you okay? Who hurt you?! 

"And then...everything went dark," she lowers her voice, mumbling quiveringly, "I think 
| had a heart attack because of his coolness." 

That’s fucking sad. At least her last moment was full of joy. 

"| want to go back. A world without him is meaningless. | haven't bought all the 
band’s clothes or given them enough snacks. Plus, | can’t accept my life right now. I’m in a 
body of a forty-year—old single mom with two children, whom | have to raise blindly." Her 
tears slowly trickle down. "| don’t even have money to pay rent. The landlord tries to kick us 
out every day. What should | do?" 

"Here," a woman with a ponytail says with sympathy. 

"Thank...hic...you." She accepts a napkin to wipe her tears. Her depressed expression 
and soft sniffles shake my heart. | feel terribly sorry for her. 


"How old are you?" the napkin owner asks. 

"Twenty-one." 

"ım twenty-five. | switched my body with a thirty-six—-year—-old woman. There’s no 
one home but me. lm alone and lonely and have lots of money. Why don’t you move in?" 

The younger person gapes and shoots a question in disbelief. 

"Are you serious? You're not lying?" 

"You can bring your kids." 

"They're not mine. My soulmate is the artist." She's still stuck in her daydream. Her 
universe must be beautiful, unlike the new one. "What’s your job over there, anyway?" 

"| make song covers with my friends." 

"Unbelievableeee." She must be thrilled, given the way she’s drawing her voice. "Can 
you sing ‘Daily Status’ by Sunshine, Daisies, Butter Mellow?" 

"Dim’s band? Of course, | can." 

Not only that, she stands up and performs with her beautiful voice. Everyone is 
speechless while the fangirl claps alone with eyes sparkling as if she has found the light of 
hope. 

This is the blessing of the Association of Thai People in Different Universe. Everyone 
helps each other out and finds solutions together. The most certain thing is we no longer 
feel lonely here. 

"As to me, | was about to get married. My bride was cute, kind, and loved to smile," 
a man with a beard starts once the song of Sunshine and Daisies something is over. 

"How heartbreaking. You were parted from your loved one all of a sudden,” one of 
us says sadly. 

"But it was all a lie! | found out she cheated on me. They slept together on my 
bed." 

Holy smoke...That’s a plot twist. 

It started off like a romance—drama movie, but it actually centers around revenge. 

"| want to go back to draw blood out of their heads." 

"Please calm down." 

Many of us rush in and pat his back to relieve his anger. | assume he left his 
universe because of the shock of finding out his bride cheated. | feel for him. 

"What about you?" My turn now, huh? 

How do | start? How about... 

"| woke up in the body of a child of a wealthy family with a house, an apartment, 
cars, clothes. With everything, to be exact." 


"Good for you. Many people come to this universe and dont want to go back 
because they enjoy the comfortable lives here." 

That’s true. Lots of people feel happy living in the new universe as their lives were 
tough in the old one. It’s selfish, nonetheless, when you think of those with comfortable lives 
here having to struggle in the other universe. How do they manage? 

Regardless, even if my life isn’t as luxurious as Tess’s, | still love all that | am. 

"| still have my family, friends, and dreams that this universe doesn’t allow." 

"Oh, Talay~" 

| can’t live without my friends and family. | can’t live without my job. 

Being born to a family with annoyingly brilliant siblings is tragic. Who told them to 
be such excellent children? I’ve always felt burdened to be as good as them. 

When | was a kid, | was distressed because | failed the entrance exam to a middle 
school. Although my mom said it was okay, her expression said otherwise. | hated the 
evident disappointment on my family’s faces, so | tried harder...and harder. 

Before | knew it, | started to enjoy the life of following dreams and becoming 
successful. | was full of passion. Each day was busy. | slept less and worked more to 
achieve my goal as quickly as | could, to the point that my friends in the same department 
called me the man of an undying determination. 

What a shame | was sent here before | could achieve my goal. 

"lm sure you'll be able to go back." Their comforting words make me feel better to 
some extent. 

"Thank you." 

"Have you found anyone that could be your portkey?" 

"| think | have. He’s a primary school friend." | discovered him by chance in a 
yearbook last night. | believe this person is fated to be my portkey. 

"Oh, why dawdling here? Go and meet him." 

Gosh, the impatience. 

"| don’t know where he is right now. The contact is unavailable. | asked my college 
friends, but no one knew anything." 

"Oh, Talay~" 

"But I'll try. There must be some primary school friends | can reach out to." 

"We're rooting for you." 

"Thank you. I’m rooting for you, too." 


"| hope we meet each other again in the other universe." 
The mission to find Pakorn begins half an hour later. 


| look for him on the list of countless friends on Tess’s social media platform but fail. 
Has he never thought of contacting his old friends? Oh, wait, maybe his old friends don't 
want to associate with him. 

When my hope disappears, luck is suddenly on my side as someone picks up the 
call. He still uses the same number after more than ten years. Respect. 

We've agreed to meet up at Starbucks in the mall. I’m early, as usual. After sipping 
my coffee for a few moments, the person I’m waiting for is here. 

"Tess, buddyyy, | couldn't believe I’d see you again." A chubby man jogs to the 
table with a delighted face, unlike many other friends that looked like they wanted nothing 
to do with Tess. 

"Hey, Pramote," | greet him back. His eyes go wide. 

"Whoa, why so formal? You’ve never called me like this." 

"How did | call you?" 

"You called me ‘chicken eater,’ and | called you ‘devil from hell.” Haha." Shit, won't 
he let me leave hell? 

"Just call each other by our names. We're grownups now." 

"Okay." 

"Why are you so early?" 

"My office is over there." From what | know, Pramote is a marketing officer. 

"Wanna order coffee first?" 

"Sure." 

We catch up once the order is made. Pramote says Tess never contacted him all 
these years, but they both knew how each other was doing. So, this is kind of a reunion. 

"Why did you want to see me?" Now that we get to the point, | immediately ask 
about the other person. 

"Do you...know Pakorn, our primary school friend?" 

"Tun?" 

Pramote replies right away. | almost forgot that, according to the yearbook, his name 
is Tun. 

"Yeah." 

"Why wouldn't I? He’s a friend, not dog poop to be easily forgotten." 

"Where can | see him?" 

"His place." 

"Don't tell me you don’t remember. Fuck, you devil from hellll." His words sting as 
fuck. Why is he so into this? 


"| have a lot in my mind." 

"That’s an excuse." 

"Send me his location." 

"Tun hasnt settled anywhere lately. Sometimes he’s not home. You have a better 
chance of seeing him where he works." 

"Pin the location for me." 

Pramote shakes his head but still pins the location of Tun’s workplace and sends it 
to me. The first notification is expected, but why the second, the third, the fourth, and the 
fifth ones? 

"Hold up. Why did you send me so many?" 

"Tun’s workplaces," he answers plainly. 

"The fuck? Is he in debt or something? He has tons of jobs." 

"No, he’s..." Pramote points at the digital poster outside. It displays a man with an 
angelic face in the center. 

"|..[s he the lead actor?" 

"No. He wrote the script for that movie." To be honest, this makes me more excited 
than him being an actor. 

"That’s fucking cool." 

"The movie is a flop, though." 

"Erm..." 

"| really can’t with you not catching up with your friend. Have you ever read the 
reviews of Tun’s movie?" 

"No. It’s probably not that bad, right?" 

"You can’t find any praises." 

Pramote helps me learn more about Pakorn even though | havent met him in 
person. Since | have a little bit of time, | look up some of the interviews on the internet. Tun 
was a passionate graduate that got an opportunity to write the scripts for two low-budget 
movies. However, his passion contradicted the negative reviews. 

Even so, he’s relentlessly working on the script of a new movie. Now that I’ve read 
this.. 

| kind of want to get to know this Pakorn already. 

Live with Pakorn at a Cocktail Bar. 

"Welcome, sir." 

| step into a small rustic bar in an alley. The first thing catching my eyes is the dark 
brown furniture and trees decorating every corner. Even the ceiling has plants hanging from 
it. 


But I’m more impressed by the thoughtfully arranged lights. The iris and magenta- 
purple give off a mysterious vibe, contrasting the yellow light at the cocktail bar. It makes 
the area stand out. 

The bar is fantastic. The strange thing is there’s no customer. 

"Is the manager here?" 

| ask the man who greeted me. He smiles and scratches his nape shyly. 

"That's me. I’m the owner, manager, and waitor." You're seriously not sharp at all, 
Talay. "Well, the economy is bad. | dont have many customers and can’t even pay my 
workers. If | could be a cook myself, | would." 

That’s quite a long complaint. 

"I'd like to know if the singer named Tun still works here?" 

"Ohhhhh, Tun." He nods. "He works here every Saturday. Whats the matter?" 

"Im his friend. | have something to talk to him." Good thing | asked Pramote for 
every little detail. This trip isn’t fruitless. We'll get to talk tonight. 

"You can sit and wait. He'll be here around nine forty-five." 

"Thank you." 

"Would you like to order something? You see...| haven't had any customers today. | 
have to pay the water and electricity bills and stuff. My wife gave birth to our child recently. 
I've been wondering how I’m going to feed my baby." What an emotional scene. Who would 
just sit here after hearing all of that? | order a lot of things with Young Master Tess’s 
money. 

| sip various cocktails until the owner signals me with his eyes. When | turn around 
towards the glass door, | spot a tall figure I’ve been looking for. 

Pakorn arrives on a classic motorbike with a guitar case on his back. He parks the 
motorbike and hops down in a cool manner. 

THUD! 

Damn...He trips on his own foot right after | complimented him. Good grief~ 

"Tun, the man in a blue shirt is here to see you." 

"Who?" 

The man in a brown shirt pays respect to the older man. When he turns his head 
and meets my eyes, he strides to the other side of the bar without greeting. His 
awkwardness gets me curious. Wait, did Tess do something terrible to him? Is that why 
Pakorn looked like he didn’t want to talk to him? 

When | get up to greet him, he darts into the kitchen at the back. Pakorn shows up 
again when it’s time to work. | stay at the small table, not leaving. I'll talk to him after he 


finishes singing, no matter what. While waiting, | sip the cocktails and listen to the music to 
kill time. 

"Hello, everyone. Today is a lonely day." 

Pakorn is around the same height as me. | mean, both my original and new bodies. 
Approximately a hundred and eighty centimeters tall from the look of it. He’s not fat or thin, 
with dark hair and tan skin. He’s...pretty handsome. What a shame his character lessens his 
charm. What makes him look so unconfident in every action? 

"| want to sing this song to light up everyone’s mood." 

You mean me? I'm the only customer here. 

lll give him a chance. Some people have no charm when they do nothing but 
suddenly become attractive when they’re passionate about something. 

"Luvvvv is bright. My heart..." 

As soon as his perfectly shaped lips move over the microphone, | discover another 
fact about him. 

Tun is fucking teeeeerrible at singing. 

| want to tell him to stick to writing or something besides singing. He’s also playing 
the wrong cords. Why is he singing a love song with eyes full of pain? He said he'd sing 
for the customer, but | think he’s gone out of control. 

Sadly, I’m the only one thinking that way. The owner acts like nothing is wrong. Plus, 
he takes out his phone to record the performance passionately. 

"Great job. Our page will get massive likes." 

| doubt that. Is this why there is no customer on Saturday night? 

"Wat is luvvvv?" 

"Higher. Go higher." 

"Waaaaaat?" 

Please, don’t hurt me indirectly like this. Its more painful than getting stomped on 
by ten pairs of feet. | wish | could hide in the restroom, but I’m afraid Tun will be gone 
when | come back. | force myself to listen to his angelic voice in pain. 

lt takes everything in me to survive through his off-key storm. He sings alone for an 
hour. 

"Tun." 

My legs feel weak. Unable to get up, | shout his name loudly. | think we'll finally 
have a conversation, but Tun does the opposite. Instead of replying, he runs off. 


"Tun. Pakorn." 


| sprint after my primary school friend. I’m one step too late because he gets on his 
bike and rides away for dear life. 

What the actual loving fuck? 

| didn’t even stand a chance. He ran faster than Marvel’s Quicksilver. Damn it! 

Live with Pakorn at the Plant Workshop. 

Don’t think someone like Talay will give up so easily. 

| want to go home, so l'Il talk to Pakorn no matter what it takes. | woke up early to 
apply for the plant workshop. It’s still open for applications, fortunately, or else | would have 
missed it. 

| can sense that Pakorn is unlike everybody else. Maybe he possesses the answer 
I'm looking for. 

"Hey, Pakorn." 

"Hey." Since this is a small class with only ten students, we have no choice but to sit 
close to each other. My tall friend greets me back inevitably. 

"Do you remember me? Im Tess." 

"Yeah," he answers briefly, keeping his head down. 

"m your primary school friend." 

"Yeah." 

"What's this plant?" | change the topic, pointing at the plant in a clay pot on the 
table. 

"No idea." 

"What about this?" His striking eyes turn to another pot, then he replies softly. 

"The Chinese evergreen." 

It's Linden & André. It’s okay. We'll learn about them today." Wah~ The instructor 
shouldn’t have corrected him this quickly. Now Pakorn lowers his head even more, his chin 
nearly touching the table. A few minutes later, he whispers. 

"Excuse me." 

"Where are you going?" 

"The restroom." Does he have to bring his bag? 

Despite my question, | don’t ask and just wait by planting. The sad thing is after 
Pakorn has left... 

He never comes back. 

Live with Pakorn at the Chic Market. 

There are so many handcraft markets in the universe. The one Im at is also a 
popular area where numerous artists sell their pieces. Of course, Pakorn is one of the 
sellers with their own small booths. 


lts a portrait (presumably) drawing booth. You have to wait for two hours to get 
drawn. It’s so long that you can go and buy some sausages and it’s still not your turn. Are 
there many people? Nah, Pakorn takes forever to draw. 

"Hey, Pakorn." It’s finally my turn. 

"Hello, mister." What's with this distant form of address? 

"Draw me." 

"If you run away, I'll follow you." | sit on the small wooden stool before he can 
protest, staring at his sharp face without blinking. Lets see what he will do. 

"m not running away." But he looks ready to do so. I’m so curious about what 
happened between him and Tess. 

"Draw me, then. You draw portraits, huh?" 

"Yeah." 

The big hand grabs a piece of bond paper and a pencil as I’m about to get to the 
point. 

"Well, I’m here to see you because..." 

"| need to focus. Lets talk later." 

"Sure." 

That serious face is damn annoying. | sit still, letting the so-called artist sketch my 
face. Drawing requires skills. | wonder what else Tun is good at aside from his passion for 
scriptwriting. 

"Dont forget to add my name under the picture so | can frame it on the wall," | 
cheer him up a little. If he feels happy, he might cooperate with me and answer all 
questions. 

"Okay." 

"Make me handsome." He nods. Half an hour later, he hands me the piece of bond 
paper. 

"Done." 

| take it in excitement. | look back and forth between the drawing and the artist and 
can’t help asking. 

"Who is this?" 

"You." 

The unique art style gets me tearing up. The pressure of his hand, his soul, or even 
his attentiveness form a question in my head. Did you draw me or someone else, you son 
of a bitch? 


| take a deep breath and comfort myself that it’s okay before instantly changing the 
subject. 

"Now that you’re done drawing, can we talk?" 

"Sorry. | have an errand to run." 

"What errand? Just admit you’re avoiding me." 

"Hello." Not replying, he takes his phone out of his pocket and speaks to it. No one 
called him. Is he talking to a spirit? 

As Im baffled, Tun packs his stuff and flees without saying goodbye. 

He leaves only his drawing that will haunt me for nights. 

Live with Pakorn at a Friend’s Wedding. 

"Hey, Pakorn." That has become our regular greeting. "Are you a photographer?" 

"Yes." 

This is a friend's wedding, and lve shamelessly shown up only to see one person, 
the one with a secret | need to know. 

Today, the tall, lean figure is in a brown suit, probably tailored to fit in with other 
guests. Everyone here is dressed in carmine and chocolate brown. I’m the only one in 
white, stealing the spotlight from the groom and the bride. 

"I've come here just to see you. We need to talk." 

"But | have nothing to talk to you." How mean. 

"Don’t be arrogant." 

"Who’s the arrogant one here?" 

"Photographer~" A high-pitched voice calls. Tun grabs the chance to turn around 
and follow the voice into the crowd, leaving me alone. 

"You devil from hell" The familiar words draw my attention to the voice owner. 
Pramote was also invited, apparently. 

"Hey, chicken eater." 

"You're here, too? Am said you turned down the invitation." 

"| changed my mind." 

"Must’ve been sudden, huh? Your suit contradicts the theme." Damn, | was so in a 
rush that | forgot to check the dress code on the invitation card. The result is as you can 
see. 

"Stop reminding me. I’m embarrassed." He chuckles, then goes quiet when noticing 
I’m about to cry. 

"Did you see Tun?" 

"| did. | don’t know what the fuck is wrong with him. He wouldn't talk to me." 

"He must still be mad. It’s hard to forget what you did." 


"What did | do?" 

"| cant believe you forgot all the shitty things you did to others." Ouch, it hurts as if 
someone has stabbed me in the chest. My days in Tess’s body are full of surprises. 

"Tell me, was it that bad?" 

"It’s nothing much. You hit on his crush." 

"Huh?!! 

"Also, you dated that person." 

"Huh?!! 


"If it were me, | would cut ties with you." 


Tess is the worse definition of beyond help. When he knew his friend had a crush 
on someone, instead of staying out of the way, he hit on that person and ended up dating 
them. Furthermore, he dumped that person and dated someone else with no shame. No 
matter how strong you are, you can easily end the deep friendship, being treated this 
way. 

| want to make Tess a better person to everyone, but | have no idea how many 
people he has hurt for over twenty years. Whatever. Before | get to that point, | should 
worry about myself first. There's a big problem right now. | HAVE NEVER THOUGHT it’d 
come to this. 

| ran out of money! 

My wallet is empty. My account balance is zero. Was it a lot before? No. Only a few 
thousands. | don’t know how much Tess had spent before he got beaten to a pulp. | can't 
even use his credit card because it has been frozen by the most powerful figure of the 
family. 

| want to bawl in frustration. The situation forces me to do something. And the main 
purpose of the mastermind must be...| really have to go home now. 

Act normal. As normal as | can. 

I've told myself for the millionth time as | step into the gigantic house for the first 
time. For a moment, I’m jealous of Tess. He’s never had to worry about meals or feel 
stressed over getting a job after graduation. He’s born with a silver spoon in his mouth. The 
world is unfair. 

Someone from a middle-class family like me has to climb up and fight to land a 
stable job and make money to feed myself and my family just to flee from the 
uncomfortable life. 

"Tess." 

| curse my fate for a moment before a voice snaps me out of my wild thoughts. | 
think she’s a maid. | use that moment to breathe deeply. All right, | have to be Tess now. 


"W...Where’s my mom?" Doomed. Not only my voice is shaking, but also my legs. I’m 
afraid I'll bump into something and break it. 

"The lady went to a spa." | suddenly think of my mom. She must be cooking for her 
customers. Her stir-fried meat with basil is the best in Nakhon Pathom. 

"What about my dad...?" 

"Finally showed up at home, huh, you ungrateful brat?" the said person shouts from 
afar. His sour face pushes me to take the bull by the horns and dash in with a smile. 

"m here because | miss you. And | have something to tell you." 

"What?" 

I've never been this shameless ever since | was born, but | have to do it for 
survival. 

"| don’t have any money. Can you give me some?" 

"You were born just to ravage, you ungrateful punk. Instead of coming home out of 
worry for your dad, you're shamelessly asking for money." He catches his breath. | think 
he’s done, but no. The man before me gathers all his energy to scold me again. "I’ve made 
a few calls. You didn’t attend classes. You keep repeating years and hanging out with 
friends. You cause trouble daily. How long are you going to humiliate me?" 

He goes all out, not giving me a chance to argue. 

"Dont be mad, Dad. It will affect your health." Luckily, God sends the elder brother 
to ease the tension. | hide behind his back, not wasting a second. 

This brother is calm, kind, and reasonable. | rarely see him getting furious. Every 
time | fight with the father, he’s the mediator helping us reconcile. 

"Look at your brother. Would he have come home had | not frozen his card?" 

"Tess will be better when he grows up." 

"Don't protect him, Thanin. If only he could be half as good as you, | wouldn't say a 
word." After talking to his eldest son, he turns his fierce eyes to me. "If | know you don't 
attend your classes tomorrow, prepare to sleep somewhere else." 

"lll go, but can you give me some money?" 

"You damn brat! Still got the nerve to ask for money." What? I’m confused. | thought 
we were on the same page. 

"lll deal with Tess." 

"You spoil him too much. Don’t give him money." 

"He'll help me with my project, and I'll pay him in exchange. Don’t worry, Dad." 

"How can he be of any help?" 

"If you don’t trust him, trust me." With that, the older man’s anger slowly subsides. 
He says nothing more and simply walks upstairs, leaving the brother and me holding each 


other’s gazes in resignation. 

"Follow me." 

| trail after the brother into his office with the question from the recent conversation 
in my head. 

"What kind of project is it?" 

"Never mind that. | won't let you do it. | said that just to assure Dad." Tess is still 
useless and untrustworthy as ever. Jeez. "| heard you’ve been wandering around." 

This family must have a spy. They know my every move. 

"m trying to find someone." | get dizzy just by thinking about what happened, so | 
plop on the couch. 

"Who?" 

"Not telling." 

"Don’t cause trouble." 

"m not causing trouble. Anyway, can | borrow your money? | really need it. Once | 
get a part-time job and have money, I'll pay you back." 

Thanin laughs in disbelief. 

"You're going to work?" 

"I'm not the same person anymore, you know." 

"Dont think about getting a part-time job right now. Just attend your classes 
tomorrow morning to put Dad at ease." 

"Easy—peasy." 

"How much do you need? I'll transfer it to your account." 

"Maybe five..." Should | ask for five thousand? Is it too much? | once borrowed three 
thousand from my brother when | was jobless. He nagged until my ears went numb 
because | paid him back four days later than promised. 

"Five hundred thousand? Sure. Give me a sec." 

What?! Five hundred thousand? Tess~ You're God's favorite son. 

"Are you serious?" 


"You can't ask any more than this. Besides, this is what Mom left for you just in 


case." 

"No. | mean, you're going to give me that much?" 

The brother frowns, not answering. He then gets up from his chair and tosses me a 
pile of paper. 


"This is the project we’re considering making. Read some, in case dad asks about 
it." | flio through each page. From what I’ve seen, it seems to be the information about the 
staff in the first period of film production. 


"We'll fund the project if it’s approved?" 


"You're asking a weird question. What else will we do?" | almost forgot Tess’s family 
has a share in a production house. 


My excitement slowly increases. This is the list of many related parties. My heart 
drums the moment | spot a familiar name. 


Pakorn Uea—angkun 


Amid the obstacles crashing in, luck is finally on my side. 


'Thanin, | want to participate in this project." 
"No need to." 


| really want to help. I'll do anything. It can be the smallest task. lIl ask for one 
thing..." 
"What?" 


"Let me meet the scriptwriter." 


04 


NEON GREEN 


Tess goes to a super expensive private university, but he’s never behaved well to 
make the tuition fee worth it. Despite being tired of studying again, | force myself to do it 
just to survive. 

BAM! 

As soon as | push the door open, all eyes are on me. Nervous, | walk up the lecture 
hall to settle next to my two best friends waiting there. 

"Took you long enough. You didn’t pick up the phone." Kita shoots me a peeved 
look. 

"| was busy." 

"What’s gotten into you to wear a student uniform?" 

"Isnt it normal?" 

"No." 

| look around to make sure and find out that everyone wears casual clothes. I’m the 
only one in a white shirt and slacks. | even have a tie on. | never dressed this properly 
back home. 

Who would be able to guess Tess’s style? There are no photos of him in the 
university on Instaqam, except for those of him clubbing and having parties. 

"The first exam scores are out. Did you check it?" Fuse turns to ask me in extreme 
curiosity as we wait for the professor. 

"No." 

"Both of us barely passed. We want to know yours. Show it." 

"Wait a sec." 

| didn’t know Tess’s password to the university website until | discovered a secret 
note on his phone. He noted all IDs and passwords in one place. | don’t have to waste my 
time guessing them. 


"Hurry up. I’m excited," Fuse rushes, his legs shaking under the table. 

"m logging in." 

TA-DA!!! 

Tess’s first test score is out. Too nervous to look right away, | cover the screen with 
my palm and slowly slide my hand to the right with anticipation. | see number two. What's 
next? 

Two and...and... 

Shit, there’s nothing more. 

Ugh, Tess, are you this terrible? 

"Holy cooooow, you got two." 


"Out of thirty," Kita teases, snickering with Fuse. 

"Don’t be loud, please." 

"The whole department knows it. Why are you embarrassed? All folks here are our 
juniors." Some people have weak and sensitive hearts, you know? "| predicted this since you 
reenrolled. You'll get Fs no matter what shrines you have vowed at. You won't graduate with 
everyone else." 

I've only had friends supporting me before. Now I’ve leveled up, having friends 
rubbing salt to the wound. 

"I've repeated the fourth year only twice." My voice goes softer. 

"But you also got Fs on the subjects of the first year." 

"Just a fewwww." 

I'm tired of the repeating comforting words. Human beings aren't born intelligent, 
indeed. | haven't found what Tess is good at. Ever since | woke up in this body, I’ve only 
had weird experiences. He has some good points. But when | compare them to his flaws, | 
feel like crying. 

Worse...l’m not capable enough to protect Tess’s image. | graduated in film. Now 
that | have to study business administration, it’s freaking tough. 

| want to grade colors. If | don’t regularly read color scopes, waveforms, and 
vectors, my skills will go rusty. I’m afraid that when | return to my universe, it'll be too late 
for me to improve my skills. 

"Don’t be stressed. Let's hang out at our regular place tonight." 

My friend slaps my shoulder. Is he comforting or hurting me? 

"Where’s this regular place?" | ask Kita. 

"The stir-fried morning glory place, | guess? You dumbshit." 

"Where’s that? Send me the location." 


"lve had it. Why don’t you go and see the doctor again? Maybe you have brain 
damage." 

"| have the same thought. Been thinking my brain is ash grey lately." 

| mumble as the professor enters the lecture hall. The chatting noises fade, and | 
can only hear my friends’ grumbles. 

"Yeah, you're being weird. Take some rest. I’m worried." 

We haven't cleared up about the stir-fried morning glory place, but | run off as 
soon as the class is over. Good thing Kita and Fuse didn’t pressure me. They must have 
seen that | was tired and that | should take a rest. But, | actually have an important 
mission. 

DING! 

The notification chimes. | take my phone out of my pocket and read the text from 
the secret group sending daily updates. 

We're never alone. Sometimes | feel hopeful when the people | know have 
successfully returned to the other universe. 

But not today... 

Thai People in Different Universe 

The uncle...is gone. He left us a letter. 

Our condolences. You will always be missed. 

Sadly, one of our members with the same fate is gone. The letter he left to all of us 
states why he decided to leave and never come back. He must have been in this universe 
for so long that he lost hope. 

The message depresses me, and | start to feel worried. The longer we stay here, 
the more discouraged we are. Therefore, while I’m physically and emotionally okay, I'll do 
whatever it takes to return home. 

"Welcome, sir. Would you like to order now?" 

A woman’s sweet voice snaps me out of the sadness. After entering, | see her by 
the door, then | turn my eyes to another person. 

"lll order at the counter. | know the barista." 

She nods understandingly, and | walk to where the tall figure stands. 

One day Pakorn was a singer at the bar. One day he planted. One day he drew 
questionable portraits. One day he was a photographer. Today, he’s a barista, his new 
part-time job, at a small café. 

| freaking respect his effort. 

"What would you like to have?" the man before me evenly asks after I’ve sat on the 


chair in front of the counter bar. | guess he’s sick of running away from me. 


"Any recommendation?" 

"Would you like coffee or a non—caffeinated drink?" 

"Coffee." 

"Would you like the signature menu? It’s coffee with orange juice, soda, and local 
booze." Will it kill me? Well, just give me whatever the fuck there is. 

"Yeah, I'll have that." 

As he bobs his head up and down, mixing things awkwardly and spilling everything 
all over the counter, | initiate a conversation to ease the tension. 

"Have you worked here long?" 

"Three days," Pakorn replies, not meeting my eyes. 

"For free or getting paid?" 

"For free." He actually does everything for free. He didn’t even charge me for the 
portrait. 

"Collecting information for the script?" 

"Yeah." 

"Why don’t you just interview people with those professions?" 

"I've tried, but | want to understand the feelings and try handling the situations that 
can’t be described with words." He's unmistakenly a man of effort. "My previous movie got 
criticized pretty badly." 

"Poor you. But | doubt it will be that worrying. The concept is great." 

"How do you know that?" 

"My brother let me help with the project. | saw your name." 

A silence. | can only hear the humming AC. | dont know whats more shocking. 
Pakorn being the scriptwriter or Thattawa’s elder brother letting him help with the project of 
the company? 

Both of us are stunned. Pakorn then opens his mouth to break the silence. 

"How can he trust you? You're frivolous, suck at studying, and do nothing but party, 
wasting your family’s money as a hobby." 

"Stop...It hurts." Even if it isn’t directed to me, | feel hurt in Tess’s stead. What a 
sharp tongue he has. "I’ve changed. Trust me. With my help, your movie will be a 
masterpiece." 

"Ill be a masterpiece because it’s originally my brother’s idea." 

"You're only complimenting your brother. Why don’t you compliment yourself when 
you've done well?" 


"He’s really amazing, on another level from me." 


It seems we're both in a similar situation, growing up in families where the inferior 
ones have to try twice as hard if their siblings are successful. It’s an effort with pressure, 
and sometimes we simply lose our self-esteem. 

"Tun, since we're friends..." 

"Old friends," he corrects, placing a glass of iced coffee in front of me indifferently. 
"Here’s your order." 

"Yeah, right. | have to talk to you about something." 

"How important is it?" 

"As much as my life." 

"Go ahead." 

"Can you look at me when we're talking?" He looks up for a split second and casts 
his eyes down. 

Pakorn’s action is suspicious. My guts tell me he’s hiding something. 

"Do you believe in reincarnation?" 

"This is as important as your life?" Though it lasts only a few seconds, | can clearly 
catch him being thrown off and gulping. 

"Yeah. Answer my question." 

"| do." 

"Why?" If we weren't separated by the counter, | would charge in and grab his collar 
to repeat the question. 

"| once wanted to write a script with this theme, so | needed to make myself believe 
first to get the viewers engrossed." Look at his answer. How disappointing. 

"What about other reasons? Give me more." 

"No." 

"Hey, it’s between us. Don’t be afraid that people will know. Do you have anything to 
tell me?" 

"What?" 

| cant help but believe the man before me shares the same fate but feigns 
ignorance for some reason. 

Maybe the original Pakorn was a brilliant scriptwriter. When the unforeseen incident 
happened, the person from the other universe had to take his place. And so, the talented 
scriptwriter turned into the scriptwriter of movie flops. 

That must be it. 

"A secret you can’t tell anyone. Tun, you can tell me." 

"| do have a secret." 

See? Just as | expected. 


"Spill it, dude!" | can’t sit right anymore, totally on the edge of my seat. 

"| told you one lie. Promise me you wont be mad." His handsome face turns up, his 
eyes pleading for sympathy. 

"| won't. Go ahead." 

"Come on." The way he takes his time is damn irritating. 

"This is not my third day working here. It’s actually my first. The coffee might not 
taste good." Uggggh. Just shut up if you’re going to give me a plot twist. Is it fun giving me 
hope for nothing? 

Furious, | sip the coffee made by the barista with one day experience. The answer 
is so obvious that | need to give him feedback. 

"Yeah, fucking gross. Practice more." 

"Are you mad? You said you wouldn't be." 

"Am | mad? Look at my face? Do | look maaaaaad?!" 

My anger shoots up and will never go down. Pakorn is getting on my nerves so 
much that | don’t want to see his face. | quickly find a table in the corner to sit and calm 
down. 

The secret he’s keeping, | will find it out no matter what. 


"Will you leave? The café is closed at five." 

I've stayed in the café for hours like a thorn in the flesh until the barista in the 
cherry red apron finally approached my table. 

"Are you kicking your customer out?" 

"Are you going to crash here?" 

"| saw that the scriptwriting team has three people. Where are the other two?" 

"At the office." 

"Where’s your office? lIl stop by when | have time." I’ve been pretty free lately. Once 
| Know who Pakorn actually is, | swear | won’t bother him anymore. 

"Anywhere my heart wants." | hate you. 

"Ask me first if | need your quote of the day." 

"My team doesn’t have an office. Some days we work at someone's place. Some 
days we work in a café or a co—working space. Anywhere our hearts want." Such a free 
spirit, as expected from the number one scriptwriting team. 

"Can | have your number? We can meet up when I'm free." 

"No." 


"You have a secret, right?" 


"Tun, | want you to open up. Keeping that secret to yourself will only distress you. 
You can share it with me." 

His gaze wavers as if he wants to say something but holds back. | hope one day | 
will earn his trust enough that he’s not afraid to tell me his secret. 

"Tess, I’m still..." 

"It’s all right, man," | cut short. If he’s not ready to open up today, I'll wait until he is. 
"Sorry for pressuring you. lIl see you again when | have time." 

As | stand up to my full height, Pakorn grasps my wrist with a nervous expression. | 
don’t push him to say anything. 

"m having a meal with my friend at our regular place. If you don’t mind..." 

My soul leaps to that place even before he finishes speaking. 

"I don’t mind at all. I’m in!" 

"Stir-fried crispy pork with basil, extra-large, pleaseeee." 

Pakorn has taken me to a dull one—booth—wide food stall with friendly prices. More 
importantly, its so crowded that | can guarantee this place is legendary. 

It reminds me of my mom. My mom owned a food stall just like this when | was a 
kid. After gaining experience, she changed her style to fusion food, utilizing the first floor of 
our house as her restaurant named ‘Pim’s Kitchen.’ 


"With onions?" the owner asks kindly. | feel like crying. | miss my mom. 

"Yes, please." 

"Cowpea?" 

"Sure!" 

"Baby corns?" 

"Everything, Ma’am." 

Is this really stir-fried crispy pork with basil? It sounds more like stir-fried 
vegetables. Whatever. I’m not picky. I’m okay as long as my stomach is full. 

"What are you looking at?" | ask the man in front of me, noticing him staring. 

"You weren't like this before." 

"How was |?" 

"You were arrogant and a pain in the ass. You fought whoever looked your way. You 
always said, ‘Do you know who my dad is?” 

"Haha." These are all Tess’s behaviors. I’m not taking it. 

"There’s more. You were a picky eater. You never visited this kind of place. Your 
fashion also changed. You hated wearing the same clothes, but you’ve worn this shirt to 


see me three times." Oh, he remembers? 

Tess sure has loads of clothes. However, | wasn’t confident in many of them, so | 
chose anything simple. After a selection, there were only a few to choose from. 

"We've grown up. How can we stay the same?" 

| hope Thattawa doesn’t say anything terrible to my friends. The first person who will 
smack his head will be Jo, who gets annoyed with whatever | do. 

"Yeah, you've really grown up." 

"Anyway, before | went to the bar, how long had it been since we saw each 
other?" 

"We've met often, but you never talked to me." 

"m sorry for every awful thing | did to you." 

"Its okay. It’s not your fault. I’m the one in the wrong." Tess snatched your crush. 
You don’t have to be a rocket scientist to Know Tess is the wrong one. 

"You're early." As we argue to be the guilty one, the others arrive and say hello. "Oh, 
wow, who do we have here?" 

The one with a piping voice has a yellowish skin tone and single eyelids. He’s 
Chinese-looking, the type everyone fancies. The other guy has tan skin and sharp eyes, 
dressed in a buttoned—up dark shirt. The three of them together are an absolute 
mismatch. 

"My primary school friend, Tess." 

"Well, Hello, Mista Tess." Both of them fold their hands over their chests, undoubtedly 
messing with me. Not backing down, | shoot. 

"Keep that to your friend." 

"Jeez. lm Au. Au, Adisorn," the guy with tan skin says in a friendly voice, then he 
sits on the empty chair without waiting to be invited. "That motherfucker is Up. His real 


name is Preeda. We call him Up-preet.’ 

"Hey, Au. Hey, Up...oree." 

"So proud." Up sticks up his chest, grinning. | scratch my head, wondering why he’s 
proud of his name so much. 

"Order your food," Pakorn cuts in again. 

"lve thought it out since | was home. Stir—fried kale. Leaves only, with lean meat. 
Garlic must be smashed and fried, not the readymade one. Add a tiny pinch of MSG. Not 
too spicy. Two chilies are enough." 

"If you're this picky, why don’t you make one yourself at home?" 

"If | could do it, why would | order it, my dear friend?" 


"Quit joking." 

"Stir-fried kale with pork." 

"Same here." Up raises his hand. Why were they being dramatic when they wanted 
a simple menu? 

"Spoil me a little. My heart still hurts from the review on the film page with more than 
a million followers. Do you know Khai and Third watched our movie? The review is 
acceptable, but the score..." Au straightens up to narrate the presumably dramatic epic. 
"Acting: seven. Production: eight. Sounds and scores: six. Cutting: six. The Script... don’t 
want to say it. | might cry." 

"Is your script that bad to the viewers?" Seeing him wiping fake tears, | can’t help 
asking in curiosity. 

"Here, the Friendly Movie page." He passes his phone displaying a movie—review 
page to me. | skim it and understand now why Au looks so downhearted. "They say our 
script is cheesy. What’s wrong with that? | like it that way." 

"Tess, did you watch the new movie we wrote?" Up, unbothered, asks in 
excitement. 

"No." 

"What a shame it was out for only a short while. No one watched it. Do you know 
where the main profit came from?" 

"Don’t tell me you guys bought the tickets to your own movie?" 

"Correct! We watched it together after each meal. You missed it in the theatre, but 
you can wait to stream it online. I’m promoting it to you." 

"You look proud." 

"We should live with fucking rare positivity. Tun and Au always focus on the negative 
things. If we don't want to get criticized, we have to write a better script." He's right. You 
will never grow if you're stuck in the same place. "| leave my hope to our new project." 

| already sense a disaster. The movie Up’s so proud to present is the one Tess’s 
dad is considering funding. | hope that if the project is approved, it will succeed in terms of 
reviews and profit. 

I'm lost in thought for a while. When | look down again, the food has been served. | 
take a bite and savor the divine taste. It's even better than my mom's food. Wah~ 

"Are you guys free tomorrow? Lets hang out. I’m lonely and have no friends." 

| say casually as we eat. | feel a connection with Pakorn. It’s undeniable. | need an 
excuse to see him often. 

| truly believe this person might be the portkey that will bring me back home. 


"Sorry. We're writing off-site tomorrow." See? When things are about to be smooth, 
luck always throws obstacles to test us. 

"When are you coming back?" 

"Next week." Pakorn’s answer gets me uneasier. A week is too much. | can barely 
wait for one day. 

"You can’t leave me alone like this. Let me join you." 

"| need to focus." 

"| won't bother you. And you can ask for my advice." 

"| don’t need your advice." 

Wah~ 

If he doesn’t want me to go, | won't be stubborn. I'll let them fully focus on their 
mega-—project. 

From the first time we met until now that I’ve gotten to have a short conversation 
with them, | can feel their passion for scriptwriting. Their eyes sparkle when they talk about 
scriptwriting and instantly get clouded when speaking of the negative reviews. They set 
high goals, just like me. We have to get through so many things to achieve them. 

"What's your dream?" 

Once I’ve asked the question, Au’s eyes, still gloomy from the negative review, 
abruptly gleam. 

"Mmmmm, | want our movie to get praised. The other dream is quite out of 
reach." 

"Tell me. I’m curious." 

"| hope our movie will be at Kan Film Festival." 

"Kanchanaburi?" 

"Right. Ahhhhhh!" | only heard of people wanting their movies to play at Cannes Film 
Festival. They only aim for Kanchanaburi, to my surprise. Why so humble? "It’s the biggest 
indie film festival in South-East Asia." 

| didn’t expect that at all! This universe has endless surprises. 

"What movies did you write?" 

"Have you heard a short film, Who Will You Love If Not Me?" | shake my head. He 
continues, "A long movie called Sweet Heart?" 

"No." 

They sound old-fashioned like the movies twenty years ago, when my mom was a 
young lady. 

"You're the Only One | Secretly Love." 


"You guys are into romance, huh?" 


"It's a style. The male lead is quiet and eccentric. You know eccentric?" 

"Okay, man." 

| assume this universe is into light-hearted romance stories. The movie trends and 
other details here are different from my universe. | guess it’s similar to the Pantone color of 
2021, which is ultimate gray and illuminating. On the other hand, it’s olive green in this 
universe. 

"Whats with your expression?" 

"Sorry. I’m not into romantic stuff." The keen eyes of the person who has been silent 
for quite some time suddenly flick to me. "What are you looking at?" 

"What you said just now was a lie." | don’t know which part of my words changed 
his manner. "You're not into romantic stuff, yet you're always dating, never once single." 

Is he being salty about Tess snatching his crush long ago? I’m getting paranoid. 

"That was before. I’m a new person now." He nods in acknowledgment, his eyes still 
fixed on me. "You're looking at me again." 

"m not." 

"Say it." 

"You've never been like this, Tess. You've changed a lot," he points out, his face 
clearly full of doubts. 

"Don't you like it?" 

"No." He drops his gaze, not meeting my eyes anymore. 

All this time, lve witnessed people being scared, vengeful, and tired of someone 
like Thattawa. Even so, a question pops into my head. | want to ask Pakorn what he thinks 
of the man in front of him. 

"Tun, what do you think are my good points?" With that question, Pakorn’s jet eyes 
roll around in contemplation. 

A minute has passed...Two minutes...Does it take this long to think of a friend’s good 
side? 

"Youre good at wasting money and time." Shit, I’ve waited for so long just to be 
offended? 

"Is that a good point?" 

"You love your friends." 

"Nonsense." If Tess can love someone sincerely, he wont be hated by so many 
people. He gets along with Kita and Fuse only because they’re on the same level. 

"| mean it. You love those who treat you well." 

"What else?" 


"You're kind." 


"And?" 

"You're a fashionista." | guess colorful clothes and a glamorous style are largely 
impressive. Okay, | don’t mind this one and continue asking. 

"And..." 

"That's all." 

"Don't hold back. Say it." 

"That's all for real." Fuck, his good points can’t beat the bad ones. 

"| want to cry." 

"One more thing, actually." 

"What is it?" 

"When we see each other next week, l'Il tell you." 

That’s Pakorn for you, always leaving riddles to create suspense like the scripts he 
wrote with all his might. If he doesn’t want to answer, | won't push him. I'll wait for seven 
days until... 

..we see each other again. 

A tiring day continues. Since | woke up in a different universe, I’ve never rested well. 
My mind is occupied with a day's tasks. Deep inside, lm afraid | won't open my eyes again 
tomorrow. That’s why | keep myself active, as you can tell. 

I'm meeting up with my cheeky gang tonight at the fancy nightclub in the city, the 
stir-fried morning glory place they joked about last time. My one big problem is | don’t 
know how | should dress to go clubbing. 

I've swept my eyes over loads of clothes in the closet for fifteen minutes. | think 
Tess was born to be a fashionista with a talent to mix and match various garments, 
particularly colorful ones. 

For example, a yellow—black blazer, a snake print shirt, and pastel purple pants with 
a rare chance to wear. | have to think hard every day before | rummage for plain shirts. 

Not to mention his Instagam. 

| usually use this platform to share memorable movie scenes and nature photos. The 
photos of me have a clean, white tone. Tess, on the contrary, has all colors. His fashion is 
flashy as if he lives on the runway. 

The way Tess is isn’t wrong or bad. It’s just not my style. I’m not confident in these 
clothes. If it bugs me to this extent, | wonder how he feels in the other universe? | hope he 
won't get a heart attack after seeing all the white, cream, and beige clothes in my closet. 

| work with colors and love every shade of colors in the world. Nevertheless, my 
fashion style is an exception. | always match my clothes in monochrome or analogous 


styles rather than playing with multiple colors. Thus, it takes me almost ten minutes to find 


the shirts | like. If | have time, l'Il shop for clothes of my preference. It'll save me time 
choosing what to wear. 

| have to adjust to so many things living here. 

| wear designer clothes. 

| drive pricy cars. 

| pay for a table in a fucking expensive nightclub. 

But | believe I'll go back to living my original life before losing myself to this 
universe. 

"Wow, he’s surprising us with the all-black look tonight," Fuse shouts over the music 
in the nightclub as soon as I’m here. 

When | watched any series, there was always a clichéd scene of a fucking 
attractive male lead making an entrance before the crowd. They would stare at him, 
absolutely mesmerized. This is real life, and | can’t believe it’s happening to me. 

| must be steamy hot. The tall, well-built man locks his eyes on me from the 
opposite table. 

"Am | too handsome? They're looking at me like they're going to eat me up." 

"Handsome, my ass. They’re our enemies. Damn us." 

Great job, Thattawa. You’re great. Fucking great! 

| must've done something terrible to many people in my past life. Now I’m repaying 
for my sin. Everything just keeps crashing at me. 

"Will they beat me up?" Fuse shakes his head. | heave a sigh of relief. "Lucky me." 

"No. | shook my head to say we’re doomed." 

"Let’s leave, then." | spring up on my feet upon hearing that. 

| wont stay here to die again. When my friend seizes my wrist, | shake his hand off 
as if it’s hot. | don’t want to risk my life with these troublemakers. 

"Tess, don't be a coward. You need to stay calm." They haven't learned the lesson. 
Have they ever learned anything in their lives? 

"Don't provoke them." 

"| won't kick their asses if they don’t start." 

At last, both of them push me back down to my seat. 

"I'm begging you. | don’t want to go home wounded." 

"Okay, okay." 

"Let me ask you something. Are they the group that beat my ass and got me sent 
to the hospital?" 

"Whoa, how can you forget? It wasn’t them." 

"What a relief." Thank you so much, Fuse. 


"Let’s order more booze." Probably sick of my fearful face, they both quickly order 
more drinks to splash into our stomachs. 

The atmosphere arouses excitement in the clubbers, with deep house music, flashy 
lights flicking around to add to the fun, especially the striking neon green—the nightclub’s 
theme color—and luxurious black couches. Not to mention the customers, all dolled up to 
show off. These appearances is impossible without money. 

"Are you looking around? Just tell me you want to take someone home." Fuse tilts 
his head and even lifts his brow knowingly. 

Taking someone home, my ass. lm stunned by the visual of this nightclub. 

"This place is nice." 

"Well, we’re in a VVVVIP zone. How can it not be?" 

"Way too many Vs, bastard. You're always exaggerating." 

"You're acting like you've never been here." 

"Shut up." 

I've really never come here. Back in my universe, | paid for cheap tables to get 
drunk with my friends and dance our asses off. There was no need to protect our images 
because no one would remember us tomorrow. Unlike then, everyone remembers me. | 
have this long line of enemies to attack me. 

Our drinks are served after a few moments. | don’t know what my friends think, but 
the booze is so expensive that | can’t swallow it immediately. | keep it in my mouth for a 
moment before gulping it down. It’s worth the price that way. 

When | drank with my gang, we’d come up with several topics to chatter away, like 
our jobs or our mischief during college days. We'd tease our friends about their love lives 
and discuss numerous things. Now that | have to be Tess, | have no idea what to talk to 
Kita and Fuse. 

"Hey, | have a question." It strikes me after thinking for a while. 

"What?" 

"In your eyes, what kind of person was | before?’ They're both flustered, like they're 
unsure if they should be honest or lie. "Just tell me." 

"Your sole reputation to your family is you're a useless waster." 

Ouch! | got attacked out of the blue. 

"| heard that when you auditioned for a role at the production house, everyone loved 
you because you were adorable. But when you weren't satisfied with something, you'd 
scream and roll around on the floor until you got what you wanted." 

Ouch, again! Fast like a knife thrown at my chest. 

"It was long ago." 


"You were a brat in the past. You're better now, being an asshole instead." 

Another ouch! It’s like they want to knock me down and leave no chance for me to 
wake up and ask more. 

"Enough. Let’s change the subject." 

"What? You started it." 

| shouldn't have. | wouldn't have asked if ld known it’d turn out this way. | shake it 
off by grabbing the expensive booze to keep in my mouth before swallowing it. Those two 
dear friends lean their backs and ogle at the clubbers with their legs crossed. 

How flirtatious, the epitome of a bad guy everyone does (not) desire to be. 

After a brief moment of peace, Fuse straightens his back and speaks in a very stern 
voice. 

"Hey, they’re looking at us." 

| follow his gaze and see the great disaster. The enemies are glaring at us from 
their table. 

"Don’t look at them," | warn in a shaking voice, but it’s too late. Not only does Kita 
glare back, but he also flips them off. I’m going to cryyyy. 

What do | do? I'll die in this nightclub. 

"They’re up." 

Now they're walking toward us with vicious faces and bottles of beer in their hands. 
To smash my head, undoubtedly. There are four of them. We don’t have the upper hand, 
from the look of it. For fuck’s sakeeee. 

| can't repeat my mistake by dying again. Life is about learning. I’ve gathered up all 
my art of speech just for this moment. 

When they’re right in front of us, | muster my courage to rush in and wrap my arm 
around one of them, raising my glass to my lips. 


"The music is amazing tonight. Cheerssssss'" 

How's that? I’m pretending to be drunk. 

"What the hell?" The man pulls a face, but | won't give up on tricking them just like 
this. 

"| never thought you'd come to our table. I’ve always wanted to know you. You guys 
look fucking cool tonight." 

Since my target refused to bond over drinks, | slowly pulled away and 
complimented their appearances. 

"Oh, ah, thanks." 

"Damn you, Tess~" | shake Kita’s hand off, determined to keep acting. 

They're about to bite the bait, can’t you see? | won't allow anyone to ruin it. 


"Come sit with us. Ooh! I’ve never tried this brand. Can | have a sip?" | drop my 
gaze to the bottle in his big hand. Not wasting a second, | grab the expensive booze on 
my table. "Let’s switch up." 

It’s like everyone is in confusion and can’t process anything. They do as | say in a 
daze. In a minute, all of us sit together. It's easy as no one interrupts me. 

CLINK! 

It'll be fun once we all drink. 

"We might've fought quite often before, but now | want to be friends with you guys. 
Right, Kita? Right, Fuse?" As | drink and chat, | don’t forget to ask my friends, who nod 
along. One of our old enemies then utters in a friendly voice. 

"| didn't expect you to be this cheerful, Tess." 

"| have a face that asks for trouble, right? I’m actually soooooo cute. All bubbly and 
shit." | can’t stand my high pitch, but | need to speak like this for survival. 

Not only that, but | also puff my cheeks and poke them with my fingers. 

They all burst out laughing. We run out of booze in no time. My loaded new friends, 
not letting our throats get dry, generously order more without being asked. Since I’m lucky 
to drink free booze, | continue my sweet talk. 

"Let's hang out again when we have time. VIl take you to have some crepes at Aunt 
Samruay’s." 

"Samruay?’ They're curious. So am |. | made it up just now. 

"It's a place nearby. Haha." 

"All right, lets have crepes at Aunt Samruay’s together later. But now, let’s take a 
photo to check in." 

Hehe. 

Since enemies have turned into friends, | quickly stick my head into the camera 
frame. Impressed, my new friend captures our faces so repeatedly that he could have a 
trigger finger. 

I've suddenly made friends. We've exchanged contacts and posted the photos. 

Fuse gets along well with one of the gang. They keep clinking glasses. How 
joyous. 

"Tess." 

"What?" 

"Is that Anna?" Our merry time goes on until Kita, still sober, cuts in. He points at a 
woman in a tight, short black dress walking to the table in the VIP zone. 

The question is... 


"Anna who?" | think but can’t remember. She’s not in my memory at all. 


"You're dismissing your ex. How cold—hearted of you." 

"An ex again?" 

"That's harsh. Even if she’s the one breaking up with you, you shouldn't hold a 
grudge." 

"Why did she break up with me?" 

"How am | supposed to know your personal matter, idiot?" What a pain to have a 
foul-mouthed friend. 

Confused about the whole ex thing, | stop entertaining my drinking friends and just 


drink until | need to pee and go to the restroom. Unexpectedly, | bump into the woman Kita 
talked about on my way back. 


"Tess." 

"H...Hey." She calls me and steps closer. A faint pleasant scent hits my nose. 

Super sexy... 

"How are you doing?" 

"Good." | try to recall what Kita called her earlier. O..Oh. "What about you, Anna? 
"Good. Didn't think I’d see you here." 

"Right." | scratch my head stupidly, not knowing what to say. I’m afraid it will end up 


as it did with Tess’s exes | had contacted before. They cursed him, banned him on social 
media, and so on. 


"You're here with your friends?" 
"Yeah. You?" | simply repeat her question. My head is empty. 
"With my gang and my boyfriend." 


"| see." Phew~ She’s moved on. The chance to get lashed at is low. | can meet her 
eyes now. 


"I talked to Tun the other day." 


The name in that sentence catches me off guard. If Tun is Parkorn, there’s a 


possibility that this woman has something to do with us. Don’t tell me she was Tun’s 
crush. 


OH, SHIT! 
"About what?" | gulp. It took me a while to find my voice. 
"About me breaking up with you. | was selfish." 


"Its not your fault. | was the selfish one. | knew Tun liked you, yet | hurt his feelings 
with no shame." 

"Huh?" She gapes like she can’t believe what she’s just heard. 

"It wasn’t like that?" 

"No. Tun doesn't like me." 


"Tun likes you." 

My body goes numb from head to toe. 

| want to clean my ears and ask her again, but the cat has gotten my tongue. 

"That’s the reason | broke up with you. Though we're not compatible, | hope the 
three of us can be friends again." 

After hearing all that, the only words remaining in my mind are... 

What the heeeeeell? 


1 Up-pree means hellish or inauspicious in Thai. 
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MAGENTA 


Tun likes you. Tun likes you. Tun likes you! 

I'S a new morning. | spring out of bed and shuffle drowsily to the sink. The 
reflection in the mirror is the evidence of the incident last night. The bags under my eyes 
were caused by the impactful words from Tess’s ex. They've been echoing in my head 
nonstop. 

Definitely the ultimate surprise. 

Who would have thought Tun would have a thing for someone like Tess? That 
explains why he kept avoiding my eyes. When | first approached him, he always ran away. 
All questions are answered now. 

The problem is, how am | supposed to act when | see him again? 

Should | tell him straightforwardly that | know how he feels? But what if the person 
in that body isn’t Pakorn that likes Tess? Even if I’ve understood one thing, the second and 
third questions pop up. 

My head hurts the more | think. To hell with it for now. 

I'll shower and get ready to study my favorite subject. Studying BA is Talay’s new 
mission. Note that! 

A day goes by slowly... 

| have to struggle through the class and handle my two obnoxious friends. They 
keep coming up with senseless activities. It all crashes at me the entire day that | feel too 
tired to do anything else. 

When | arrive at the apartment, | lie still on the couch and play a movie on the 
online streaming service to pass the time. | get even more bored because I’m watching the 
movie Pakorn and his friends wrote then the script for. It’s no surprise why they got poorly 
criticized. 


Although my friends and | graduated in film and are passionate about production 
more than scriptwriting, it doesn’t mean | can’t pinpoint the problem of the script. 

Knock, knock, knock. 

Someone knocks on the door. | shake the movie review out of my head and open 
the door for Tess’s brother. He’s stopped by with a lot of food in his hands. 

"What brings you here?" 

"| bought you some food. You eat unhealthy stuff all the time." He lowers his gaze to 
the instant noodles on the table and shakes his head, then he starts putting the bakery 
bags and other food in the fridge silently. 

"Thank you." 

He always reminds me of my brothers. How are they doing right now? 

Us three siblings share a room with our closets as partitions. You can hear the 
footsteps of the others from the other side. | don’t know if my brothers still fight over the 
noises. Worse, Tess has to take it all for me without a choice. 

On the contrary, even though this brother is quiet and composed, he’s super kind to 
me. 

"| heard you went back to study. Thank you for not causing any more trouble." 

"Wow, you're thanking me just because I’m not causing trouble?’ The older guy 
laughs and steps into the living room. He settles on the couch and leans his back in 
exhaustion. 

"That’s good enough." 

"How's Dad? Does he still want to draw blood out of my head?" | sit next to him, 
looking at his calm yet weary expression. A day of Thanin must be just as rough. 

"He always spoils you. Everything he says and does is the opposite of what he 
thinks." But he hit me really hard. If this is how he spoils his kid, | can’t imagine him hating 
his son. He would have broken my back. 

"Okay, okay. | guess he loves me." 

"What are you doing?" 

"Watching a movie. Wanna join me?" 

"Good idea. | worked fucking hard today. Let me take some rest." I’m afraid the 
movie will stress him out even more, but | won't tell him. Let him watch and decide for 
himself. 

We focus on the romance movie,Sweet Heart. | glance at the brother’s side profile 
and can’t help asking. 

"Have | ever been a good brother to you?" 


I've met several people ever since | woke up in a new body. They all have different 
views towards me, both in good and bad ways. But I’ve never asked Tess’s family how they 
feel. 

"Ha, no." The eldest brother’s reply only emphasizes Tess’s lousiness. Oh, Tess~ 

"Have | ever made you proud?" 

He rolls his eyes around in contemplation, trying to find the answer from the bottom 
of his heart. 

I'm on the edge of my seat until | receive the reply. 

"No." Ughhhhh. 

"Why did you have to take so long?" 

"You always say you're lousy, but you're worse than that." 

"Stop it. It hurts." 

"Just kidding. You're not that awful of a guy. You have a lot of good points, but 
people choose to remember the bad ones." 

"But I’ve caused so much trouble." 

"Everyone in our family is to blame. Dad, Mom, including me. We expected you to 
be what you never wanted to be," he sighs and turns his head to meet my gaze. "Tess, you 
don’t have to take over our family’s business or graduate." 

"Really? | don’t have to graduate?" 

This is the perk of being born to a wealthy family. If | do the same thing in my 
universe, this moment will never be the case. 

"No. Just choose your path, as long as it’s not the atrocious path you're walking 
right now. It’s obvious you haven't found it, so go back to studying, you damn brother." It’s 
almost good, almost getting selected to be the quote of the week, but the last sentence 
ruins it all. 

| shouldn't have had high hope. 

Besides those merciless words, he stretches without care. 

"Say, why did you play this movie?" 

"My friends wrote the script." 

"No wonder." 

"Why?" 

"It sucks." If | were Pakorn, | would fall down and cry. 

"But they're in the scriptwriting team of the project you're considering funding, don’t 
you remember?" 

"Really?" 

"Yeah." 


Thanin goes silent, probably shocked. It takes him nearly a minute to collect 
himself. 

"Don’t worry. Cheewin is the one originally developing the script. They'll work on it 
until it’s good." 

The said person is the director and producer of the movie. More importantly, he has 
the same surname as Pakorn. 

"| thought you trusted the scriptwriting team." 

"Not really. | just trust Cheewin. He selected the team members, and one of them is 
his brother." 

"Let me help. I’m also your brother. | want to do this." Actually, | don’t want to have 
a headache from attending Tess’s classes. | want to do what | love. At least it will 
encourage me to stay strong in this universe. "| can grade colors. For free." 

"Grade colors?" he asks in disbelief. 

"Yes." 

"| want you to help." 

Hopes and dreams are shining in front of me. 

"Yeah~" 

"But just stay still." What?! 

"Why did you give me hope?" 

"We had to force you to study. Who would place their hopes on someone like 
you?" 

The brother pats my shoulder and changes the subject, leaving me gritting my teeth 
in frustration. 

"Dol, | met a friend. | think there’s something about him connecting to my 
portkey." 

"How do you know?" 

The atmosphere of the consulting room at the Association of Thai People in Different 
Universe had been pretty dismal lately, so the male nurse invited me out for breakfast and 
also a life consultation. 

"My guts told me." You need to use your feelings with some people. "I think he’s like 
us but refuses to reveal it." 

"Why would he hide it? It doesn’t make sense." 

"| don’t know, but I’m sure of it." 

"Do you have anything in common?" 

lf we talk about the original me and the Pakorn | know, I'll say we dress differently. 


I’m all about minimalism and Thai shoes, while he’s into streetwear. 


Our appearances or body marks arent matched. 

I've never had a chance to ask about his preferences, whether he likes to cook, 
watch movies, listen to music, or do any particular activities. 

| don’t think it’s because we’re both in the film industry. | recently met Au and Up, 
but | didn’t feel any special connection with these two. 

After pondering it for a while, two answers pop up in my head. 

"Ambition? We both wish to be accepted." 

"That’s fucking abstract." 

"Passionate people just click." 

"| think it’s too shallow." 

"Oh, he has a brother." I’ve gained a lot of information. He's fucking talented and 
popular. Every production house wants him to direct their movies. "And that brother tries to 
push him to go far. Just like me." 

"Don't stick to one person." 

"| watched many movies. The one who seems to keep a secret is always the key." 

"You're too easily convinced." 

"Trust me. I’ve never been wrong." I’ve actually been wrong all my life, but | won't 
say it. 

"Introduce him to me." 

"Its better if you go to him yourself. This man is hard to find." He jumps from one 
place to another, always busy due to his multiple jobs. 

"Want a piece of advice from the experienced man?" 

"Bring it on." 

"ve seen many cases like this. You're sure this person is the one, but in the end, 
its Someone you've never thought of. Sometimes fate plays tricks on us. We don’t dream 
right away after finding that person. There must be something to unlock it. What you told 
me is far from what you're looking for." 

"What should | do, then? | don’t want to die here." 

| live like a lost person every day, unble to piece the puzzle. When | find someone, | 
guess it’s them. | don’t even know if it’s true or I’m fooling myself for solace. 

"Move on and meet more people." Dol’s advice is great, but... 

"I've met everyone." 

Is there anyone | missed? 

"You don't have to be close to that person. If that person share a small memory with 
you, they can be the portkey." How am | supposed to know that? 

"| need to hire a detective, then." 


"You don’t have to go that far. Why don't you try a simple method I’ve done? It 
worked~" 

| don’t know why my heart drops when | meet that confident gaze. How many times 
have | believed him? And yet, | can’t reject his good intention. 

"Really?" 

"Yeah." 

"If it worked, why are you still here?" 

"Ugh, you punk! Will you do it or not?" 

"| will. Tell me how." 

I've come this far. I'll fight on until | lose my mind. 

"Welcome, sir." 

Every time | set foot in the café, the first thing | hear is the female worker's greeting. 
| give her a smile and look for the other person. 

He’s usually behind the counter, but he’s nowhere to be seen right now. 

"Where’s Tun?" 

"He’s not here. He took leaves to write a script with his friends." 

"Huh?!" I’ve been caught up in all sorts of problems and forgotten the guys left to 
write the script together a day ago. 

Crap. 

Instead of getting the answer to the question occupying my mind for over a day, | 
have to keep it inside until we see each other again next week. Next week! I’m going to 
lose my mind. 

Have things ever gone well or smoothly in my life? It will be rude if | call him. Plus, 
the matter is too important to talk about on the phone. 

For one thing, those three’s relationship has lasted too long for me to interfere. A 
month in this body can’t be compared to their ten-year friendship. This is not my business 
but Tess’s problem. That’s why Im not sure if I'll have the guts to ask Pakorn 
straightforwardly when we finally get to talk. 

This is tiring. | argue with myself for a while before switching modes. | walk to the 
corner of the café to order something refreshing to heal my heart. 

"You're being strange today." 

"Pardon?" 

"| mean, your shirt." At her remark, | drop my eyes to my white shirt. 

This is Puwadol’s genius idea. He advised me to wear a shirt with ‘Say hi if you 
know me’ printed on it, in case those who know Tess will approach and talk to me. It’s one 
way to increase the chance of finding my portkey. 


| dont know if itll work or not, but I’ve done it. Gosh~ 

"Its nothing. Can | have honey—lemon soda, please?" I’ve decided to ignore her 
remark, not bothered to explain, and just order my drink. 

"Sure." 

Once I'm over the fact that | wont see Pakorn as hoped, | stay here to resume my 
main mission of the day: Observing people around me in the hopes of finding my 


portkey. 

To my surprise, a super cute short-haired girl walks towards me to say hi shortly 
after. 

"Hi." 

"Hi?" 


"What's your name?" Huh...? Isn't that supposed to be my line? Overwhelmed with 
doubts, | ask her back. 

"Do we...know each other?" 

"No. | saw your shirt and thought it was for a show. | wanted to participate." Can | 
scream at her face? | really want to do it. 

"No. | wear it just because." 

"Oh, sorry." 

And there she goes, leaving me with confusion and this damn shirt. It worked, 
indeed, Dol. Someone just said hi, but we didn’t know each other. Wah~ 


Regardless, lm still hopeful. | wait for more people and order another glass of 
honey—lemon soda to sip on. An hour has passed so fast, like a montage in a movie. 
Before | know it, a chubby man steps before me. 

"Hey, bud, how are you doing? It’s been a while." 

Who the hell is this? | hope this is not another scene of giving me hope and then 
asking to participate in a show. If that’s the case, I'll charge in to slap his butt in anger. 

Before it gets to that point, lIl pretend | know him. 

"Hey, dude. I’ve fucking missed you. Are you doing well?" Good job, Talay... 

"I’m doing fine. Are you here alone, Tess?" 

"Yeah, wanna sit together?" | think they really know each other, so | invite him to join 
the table to get information. 

| don’t ask for his name to avoid getting exposed. I'll just play along until | find 
out. 


"Never thought I’d see you here. How's school? You're graduating this year, right?" | 
want to cry at the mention of school. Who the hell studies in another department at twenty- 
three? 

"Finger crossed. What about you?" 

"lll be studying in England at the end of the year." 

"What a great life you have." 

"Not as much as yours. You don’t have to do shit, yet you can get by easily," he 
snipes at me. Is he a sniper or what? 

Afraid the café will turn into a boxing ring if we talk any longer, | cut to the chase 
to end the conversation real quick. 

"Can | ask you a question?" 

"What is it?" 

"Do you believe in reincarnation?" 

"Tess." He looks stunned. 

Why? Are you the same? Say it! 

Just tell me how you feel because | won't ask. I'll feel you out until... 

"Do you believe in things like this now? Wow, you’ve changed so much. You know, 
|...%$#* amp; A@!?" 

And just like that, everyone. Perhaps | should lower my hope so it doesn’t hurt too 
much. 

I'm currently listening to an old friend complaining and ridiculing me. He says l'm 
delusional and never think about my life in the future. By the time he leaves, my heart is 
shattered as if getting stabbed in the chest over and over. 

| want to cover my mouth and cry. He hammered Tess, but it hurt as if it was all 
directed to me. 

Twenty minutes later... 

| order doppio to add more bitterness to my life. Shortly after I’ve finished my coffee, 
a slender model-like woman calls me. 

"Hey, Tess." 

She has her hair tied up, looking sharp. Even her smile is sincere as she walks 
over. 

She's indeed different from many people I’ve met. Most of Tess’s friends acted like 
they didn’t want to associate with him. She, however, doesn’t give off the vibe at all. 

"Do you remember me? I’m Aon..." | nod, lying that | know her. 

"Aon, ah...Aon." 


"We were in different classes in middle school. | saw your shirt, so | figured I’d say 
hi." Damn, how can her smile and action be so natural and pleasant? 

"Why don't you sit first? I’m so happy to see you." 

| hurriedly pull the chair out for her to sit comfortably. | also run around ordering 
drinks and snacks, making the worker stare in confusion. When it’s all set, Aon immediately 
starts. 

"Are you carrying out a survey?" 

"Aon, I'll get to the point. Do you believe in reincarnation?" 

I've learned multiple things and wasted so much time finding someone just to fail in 
the end. Thus, | don’t want to waste a second beating around the bush before getting to 
the point. 

"Tess, you believe in it? So do |." 

I'll hold back for now. Her answer could be a trick. 

"Great. What do you think of it?" 

"My family was struggling with all sorts of problems. Our relatives suggested we 
climbed the mountain to pray to the holy spirits" Something feels off. "They said we 
committed sins in our past lives, so we have to repay them in these lives. Tess, have you 
ever dreamed about your past life?" 

Good grief, Aon suddenly changes the genre to horror. | bet there'll be more 
surprises coming up. 

"| haven't. How’s your past life?" 

"| saw myself fighting mutated devils like elephant-sized toads and man-eating 
termites." It reminds me of the concept art of Love and Monsters. It’s the same design. 

Things start to get so fantastical that I’m at a loss for words. What do | do? I'll order 
more coffee, then. 

"Wait. If you're interested, please come." 

Before | order coffee, a piece of A6 paper is slid to me. | read the details roughly. It 
looks like an invitation to slay the devils. 

"Thanks a lot," | say just for the sake of it. If | reject her, things won't end easily. 

"Ah... Tess." 

"Yes?" 


"My life has been difficult lately." 


"Can you...lend me three thousand?" Shit! Here’s the surprise | was waiting for. 
Back in my universe, | berated my friend when he didn’t pay three hundred back to 
me. In this universe, an old friend showed up to borrow three thousand. Good thing Kita 


and Fuse won't borrow another three million from me, or else | might have a heart attack. 

"| have only two thousand." 

| don’t have time to withdraw more money. Since | started using Tess’s family’s 
money, I’ve been telling myself it’s not mine. | spend every baht wisely. 

Except when | booked the table at the night club. 

"You can transfer it to my account. | have PromptPay." 

BLING! 

Aon flashes a lethal smile. 

"My phone has been acting up...I'll give you cash." 

"Okay." 

BLING! 

She smiles again. It’s like my mind has left my body. | take out my wallet and hand 
her the banknotes in a daze. Before | know it, Aon is gone. 

Bye~ 

Afraid more people will come to me, | go to the restroom and turn my shirt inside 
out. It’s safer even though the seams are out to be seen. 

I've experienced so much disappointment in the past few hours. 

One, | didn’t get to see Pakorn. 

Two, | failed to find my portkey. 

And three, someone borrowed the money. 

| dont know if there’ll be more trouble. | hope not. Otherwise, lIl scream so loud the 
whole alley can hear. 

"What the hell?" 

After being out all day, lve come home just to find out that..the keycard doesn't 
work. 

Oh, nooooooo! 

| wish | could scream with fury in the hallway. I’m sure a man of misfortunes. 
There's a problem everywhere | step foot. This time is really terrible because l'm about to 
be homeless. 

"Thanin, Dad did something to me," | call the brother immediately to ask for help. 

[What?] 

"| can’t unlock the door. Help me." 

[Dad changed the keycard. Just sleep somewhere else tonight.] What a heartless 
reply. You can’t just leave me stranded. 

"Can | crash at your place? Just for a night." It’s already ten. I’m too lazy to find a 


place to sleep. 


[Sorry. You broke your promise, so accept the consequences. | 

Shit! | forgot | had to attend classes. 

"But I..." 

He hangs up before | finish, leaving me in a daze with my phone. 

| dont have a single necessity. Where can | buy clothes this late at night? Do | 
have to get a room at a hotel and wear the same clothes? As | rack my brain, God sends 
me a savior. Fuse calls me to deliver the good news that Thanin has entrusted me to 
him. 

At last, | drag myself to spend the night at the dear friend’s apartment. 

"Thanks, Fuse." 

"No problem. We can share the bed. You can wear my clothes." 

"You're so nice to me. Hic." 

"Cut the act." Oh, he knows I'm faking crying. "But can you get a room tomorrow? 
My girl will be here." 

"Who’s more important, your friend or your girl?" | ask, in case the reply will soothe 
my heart. I’ve never thought this motherfucker would answer loud and clear. 

"Ugh, my girl, of course." 

Goddamnit. 

"Sorry for not knowing my place." 

"Its good that you know now. If you don’t want to go to the hotel, crash at Kita’s 
place. Just bear with his dad nagging." 

"No, thanks." Tess’s Dad’s lecture already gave me a headache. 

"Take a shower," he sighs, seeing my bummed face. "Get some clothes in the closet. 
If you’ve run out of cash, borrow mine." 

"How touching." 

"As if this is your first time. Your dad changed the keycard a hundred times 
already." 

Tess may be used to living in a circle. Whenever his family abandoned him, he went 
to his friends. If he got bored, he booked a hotel room and bought new clothes with his 
money. That’s my fate now. 

Each day never goes by easily. 

If Jo was next to me, he would scold the hell out of me before giving me a hug, 
saying, Youve done well. When we looked back, we would laugh and joke about how 
amazing we had been to get through all of that. 

| want to laugh with Jo again and tell him everything. 

Before that day, I’m bound to fight on with all my might many more times. 


| have to attend classes. 

| have to find a new place to sleep. 

| have to carry out my mission to find my portkey. 

| have to stop by the Association of Thai People in Different Universe. 


Days have passed by until Pakorn and his gang have returned... 

"What would you like to have?" 

The female worker's greeting surprises me. The person I’ve been waiting for is 
nowhere to be seen. 

"Iced cappuccino, please." | glance around but can’t find him. "Anyway...Tun isn’t 
back yet?" 

"No. He hasnt shown up. Tun isn’t a full-time worker here, so the owner doesn’t 
mind his absence," she says before grabbing a glass and ending the conversation. "I'll 
serve the coffee at your table." 

"Thank you." 

I've waited for him for six hours, with six glasses of coffee and sweet drinks, two 
dishes, and two pieces of cake. I’ve gotten gassy and GERD and peed several times, yet 
Pakorn hasn't turned up. 

| walk out of the café in low spirits. After holding back for one day, I’ve had enough. 
| call him with the number saved on the phone. 

Before, | never gave him a call out of worry that itd disturb their work process. | 
wanted him to pour all his attention into the script. But since | haven't heard from him after 
a week, | get anxious. 

‘The number you have dialed is not available at the moment...’ 

| want to throw the phone awayyyyyyy. 

Did those three decide to travel to the forest or a place with no signal? Is that why | 
can't contact him? All right, he’s probably busy for the first couple of days. However, after 
several days of no response, | feel so worried that | drag myself to Pakorn’s place. No one 
is there, though. 

| ask Thanin, and he simply says, ‘No update.’ Maybe there is an update, but he 
won't tell me. 

Two weeks later. 

Though my anxiety has been divided to the search for new people each day. Even 
so, | regularly visited Pakorn’s workplaces. 

| had coffee at the café. 


| strolled around at the Chic Market. 

| planted when the workshop was open. 

Today...l’m at the bar. 

"Tess." 

"Good evening, Pong." I’m the VIP customer now. Whenever | come here, | order two 
bottles of beer and sip on them until closing time. 

"| have something to show you." 

"What is it?" 

"| bought new lights. The colors are pretty. Just wait and see. It’s awesome." 

"The old ones can’t switch lights?" 

"No." 

"Okay. Is Tun not here yet?" The lights aren't the point. | need to focus on the 
person. 

"He hasn't contacted me. He usually disappears when writing scripts. You ask for 
him very often. Missing his beautiful voice, huh?" Pong...are you being sarcastic? 

"There are better singers." 

"He’d be sad to hear that. Hic." 

"Ah...two bottles of beer, please," | change the subject, or he'll be dramatic again. 

"Sure." 

Usually, Saturday night at eight was when the amateur singer, Pakorn, performed. 
But after he disappeared with his scriptwriting team, the owner hired a new singer that 
accepted jobs from other days to cover for him. 

| look at the stage and see a bearded man sitting on a high stool. He’s holding his 
guitar and singing to the microphone with his soothing voice. 

The song is so sad that | get emotional. 

| feel like crying and bawling in the middle of the café. 

I'm tired... 

"Can | have a piece of paper and a pen?" | ask Pong after finishing a bottle. 

To be honest, I’m tired of shouldering all these problems. | have to be the hope of 
the family, change Tess’s image, and find the portkey to bring me back to my universe. The 
person | believe is the portkey might not be the one. 

The longer | stay here, the more hopeless | feel from the daily problems. I'll write a 
letter. If | die before returning home, the world will know a pitiful twenty—three—year—old 
man has tried his best to survive. 


"Here you go." 


I've gotten what | requested, and the ambiance is perfect for me to get emotional. 
The music in the background and the lights reflecting on my loneliness and hollowness 
make me feel even lonelier. 

‘To everyone | love, 

I'm Tess.’ 

No, no. It has to be my name. Let me cross it. 

‘My name istessTalay. If you're reading this letter, it means | lost hope to return to 
my universe.’ 

Shit, this feels like a curse to myself. I'll do it over. 

How do | write beautifully? I’m planning to leave this letter to Dol. Those who will 
read the letter are probably those with the same fate. If they see how miserable the letter 
is, will it ruin their hope? This won't do. | need a correction pen to do it over. 

Should | just get a new piece of paper? My handwriting sucks here. It’s hard to 
read. | wonder if it’s because the lights are dim or I’m drunk. 

As | argue with myself, someone pushes the door open. | turn to the noise, as if 
under a spell, and get so shocked that | yell unconsciously. 

"Hey!" 

"Hey!" That person mocks me. 

"Up, where have you been? It’s been weeks." 

"Got some problem." Up isn’t the one answering. It’s Au, who follows inside. 

"Glad to see you guys." 

| can barely contain my joy. | want to hug all of them and scream to my heart's 
content, but my body gives no reaction. | sit still on my chair in the same pose. 

"Glad to see you, too, Tess." 

"How's scriptwriting?" 

"It’s done. We'll have a meeting and get comments from Cheewin." | look for another 
person while listening. 

"Where’s Pakorn?" 


Right at that moment, the tall, lean figure of the person I’ve been waiting for enters 
as though he could predict my question. 

The atmosphere in the bar changes as the sad song is over just in time, and a 
much sweeter song starts to play. 

The iris and magenta—purple lights, the theme colors of the bar, gradually turn into 
pale pink, like ballet slipper. It catches my attention for only a few seconds because the 
significant person | should focus on is stepping closer. 


The way he walks. 

His clothes. 

The right hand in his pocket. 

His eyes and expression. 

..It all leaves some kind of feeling. 
And it hits me. 


He’s no longer the Pakorn | knew. 


06 


BALLET SLIPPER 


Tun’s attitude changes drastically. He's calmer and more confident, with this 
enchanting charm that captivates the listeners. 

Ever since we’ve gotten back together, | can barely hear what the others are talking 
about. My attention is on the face of Tess’s primary school friend as | try to list the 
differences between the current Tun and the previous Tun. 

Is it true? I’m not sure anymore as I’ve been imagining things quite a lot. 

"Is there something on my face?" 

Shit, he caught me staring. Worse, | didn’t even notice when those two cheeky 
buddies had left. In this unfavorable situation, | flick my eyes around and change the 
topic. 

"Where are those two?" 

"They're out to have congee." 

"You...Where have you been?" 

"Au and Up told you my car crashed into a tree on our way back. | got admitted to 
the hospital for days," he replies without meeting my eyes, playing on the phone with a 
deadpan face. 

"Yeah." | did hear them. | just couldn't think of any topic. 

Luckily, he wasn’t severely injured. From the look of it, the three of them have no 
wounds or bruises. 

Even though it wasn’t a serious accident, it’s still weird that Pakorn, one of the 
group, behaves like a totally different person. 

"You didn’t call me once. | was fucking worried," | grumble, getting all dramatic. 

"| didnt have time. | have to adjust to a lot of things." 

What an odd answer. 

"Adjust to what?" 


He doesn’t reply. | wait until | hear the ambient sound of crickets in my head for 
almost a minute. In the end, he says nothing more. Too tired to push him, | chug down the 
beer to stop the conversation. 

"Tun, my dear bro." 

Pong appears behind Tun a while later and wraps his arm around him 
affectionately. 

"Yes?" 

"We have customers tonight." He pouts at a group of people sitting inside a moment 
ago. Around seven or eight. This is ‘the new record’ ever since | first visited Pong’s bar. 

"So?" Wow, what an emotionless answer. 

"Ugh~ | never hire a singer at this hour. If | simply replay the music, I’m afraid the 
customers won't be satisfied. Tin has to sing at the other place. Can you sing for this 
brother, please?" He puts on a pleading face, but Tun doesn’t seem interested. 

"Sing?" 

"Don't play hard to get. You always sing for free, but I'll pay you tonight. I'll also give 
you two packs of food to eat at home." Receiving no reaction to the offer, Pong blatantly 
pushes his bro towards the stage. "Go, go." 

Pakorn has to get on the stage without a choice. He grabs the neither—old—nor—new 
guitar and puts it in his arms as the owner turns to the new customers and shouts. 

"Let’s cheer for our singer!" 

"Wooooo0!" 

The hollers and claps light up the bar in an instant. Pong takes out his beloved 
phone to record the performance to promote his bar on his page, as usual. The tall, lean 
figure sitting on the stool makes an expression that says, ‘What am | doing here?’ all the 
time. 

"Rolling the camera. Two...one." 

The sound from the acoustic guitar turns down all the other noises. This time, Tun 
doesnt greet or say anything to the customers and just performs as asked. He places his 
fingers on the strings and plays the cords smoothly as his heart wishes. 

However, the melody reaching my ears sends some kind of sensation to my 
heart. 

It sounds familiar...like I've heard it before. 

"Sitting alone and looking at the mirror with the reflection of the moonlight. 

All alone with loneliness, with the shadows that cannot speak. 

Listening to the same familiar song that | never know the meaning of. 


If | close my eyes once to see you, my eternity..." 

Wait! That’s the song in my universe. 

| can’t believe the song exists in this universe. It feels fucking great. 

As | listen, the time machine takes me back to the early 2000s when ‘Don’t Know Me, 
Don’t Know You’ was a hit song. | was around nine or ten years old. | remember my middle 
brother turned it on every day until | dreamed about it for many nights. 

"If love happened in a dream, we'd kiss without knowing each other. 

The calendar wouldn't tell nights and days, as I’ve never needed it." 

Damn! He sang like Pop. Now he’s changed his tone to be Da Endorphine. 

How? How could you think of doing thaaaaat? 

The Pakorn | knew had an unbearable voice. But now, it’s the opposite. He sings 
beautifully, but his cheekiness is over the top. He’s freaking cheeky. 

"| just want you to meet me. We would get married without looking at each other. 

A farewell kiss to end our relationship. 

And | would let you disappear without Knowing you..." 

After being Da for a few seconds, he switches back to Pop. Amazing. 

| don’t know if | should laugh or cry. Anyhow, his presence tonight chases my sad 
life in the past week away. 

I'm not the only one. The new customers whoop and holler in amazement. | clutch 
my stomach and laugh so hard | almost fall off the chair at the end of the song. He sang 
with such an expressionless face. I’ve just discovered that singing a duet alone is a piece 
of cake for him. 

There goes a round of applause. He puts the guitar back in its place and walks 
down to the table as if something spectacular didn’t happen earlier. 

"You can sing," | say, trying my best to stifle my laugh. Unbelievable. This person 
changed the beautiful song released ten years ago for me forever. 

"Thanks." 

"Why did you choose that song?" 

"No reason. It was the only song | could think of." 

He takes out his phone and focuses on it like he doesn’t want to talk to me. A 
moment later, Pong approaches us. 

"You were brilliant tonight, my dear bro." 

"Thank you," Pakorn replies levelly, unlike the owner, whose face is full of 
excitement. 


"What song is that? I’ve never heard of it before. Did you write it?" 


Pong’s words are like a pause button. Everything in my mind freezes. Only what 
he’s said echoes in my head. 

This song has never existed. It means the song can only be sung by someone from 
my universe. 

Pakorn still keeps his mouth shut, as if he wants to play along with what the owner 
believes. 

"If one day you give up on scriptwriting, you should compose songs. lm sure you'll 
be famous." 

| sit quietly and watch them talk until Pong excuses himself to take care of the 
customers, leaving us to exchange awkward glances. 

It’s all clear now. He’s from the other universe. The same universe as mine. And the 
fact that he sang the song that doesn’t exist here only confirms my speculation. 

There’s no reason to pretend or hide my identity anymore since we both share the 
same fate. We have to help each other get through it. 

"Must be tough." He looks confused, his brows knitted, when he hears my words. 
"’m the same as you." 

"What do you mean?" 

"| Know you're not Pakorn. You're from the other universe. You had an accident and 
woke up in a stranger’s body." His eyes widen. His distant disposition shatters. At least he 
now ignores the phone and gives me his full attention. 

"Really? Are you really the same?" 

"Yeah." 

"Fuck! I’m fucking glad." 

"We're no different." My heart is about to jump out of my chest. "Do you know how 
hard it is to get through each day in this universe? | feel lonely and lost." | even tried 
writing a farewell letter before the scriptwriting gang showed up. 

"| can't accept the truth. | feel so hopeless that | don’t want to do anything." 

"Are you feeling better now?" | ask in worry. 

"No. | shouldn't have driven my car when drunk." 

"| shouldn't have swum when drunk." We both complain about our lives. Still, we 
need to move on. "What are you going to do now?" 

"lll do whatever it takes to return home." 

That’s too broad. ‘Whatever it takes’ is intangible. Take me as an example. | came to 
the conclusion that the original Pakorn was the same as me but feigned ignorance. Now 
I've learned that everything he said was true. 

| was the one thinking | connected the dots. 


Besides, according to these scriptwriters, the accident wasn’t serious, yet it took 
Pakorn’s life. | wonder if it was meant to be. 

"Have you met anyone like us?" | ask, and he nods. 

"Yeah. A male nurse named Puwadol brought me to the group." 

Yooooo, I’m slower than him again? | remember he was going to introduce me to a 
new member, but | never thought it would be someone so close. 

"So you know how to get back to our universe, right? Have you met any 
candidates?" 

"No. I'm looking for that person. What about you?" Tun turns gloomy, so | try to look 
gloomier. Let’s see who is more pitiful. 

"| haven't found that person. To be honest, | felt really hopeless until...vou showed 
up." 

With a romantic song and the new LED lights Pong was proud to present. 

"You think I’m the one you've been looking for?" 

"Its possible." The first time | met the original Pakorn, something told me this person 
somehow connected to my portkey. The speculation has been confirmed by the arrival of 
the man before me. "Do you like Wes Anderson’s movies?" 

Not waiting to check our detailed backgrounds from the database, I’ve started 
asking him. We must have something in common. 

"Yes." 

Damn! For real? I’m so surprised that | get goosebumps. | shoot more questions 
immediately. 

"Which one is your favorite?" 

"The Grand Budapest Hotel." 

"Same here." The pastel pink hotel flashes in my head. 

Ba-dump, ba-dump. Can you hear that? This little heart has been waiting for this 
significant person. My dim hope begin to rise again. | want to thank fate for not making me 
wait too long. 

"Why is it your favorite?" 

"It just is." 

| like the colors of his movies, the symmetrical camera angles of each scene, and 
the uniqueness that lets you know who directed them. 

"Have you watched HER?" | ask the next question after getting the answer for the 
previous one. 

"Yes." 

"You like it?" 


"Yeah." 

| want to thank the existence of Spike Jonze, and the red color in Her for making 
me unable to move on for months. 

"Do you like ‘Love’ by Paradox?" 

"The song that goes, ‘Oh, love, please look at me. Sometimes we meet on 
heartbreaking days,’ right?" 

"Right." | can’t help but sing another verse, "You embrace me gently." 

"| like it." 

lts zero percent for me to be wrong. The possibility shoots up to a hundred. To be 
sure, I'll ask more questions. When | feel certain of all the answers, I'll definitely dream one 
day. 

"What about ‘You-far’ by Social Distancing?" | don’t like this song. It’s Jo who loved 
it so much he dreamed about it. 

"| like it." See...? 

"You like everything?" Why did he give me hope? 

"| just wanted to cheer you up. You're already convinced it’s me." | hate the new 
Tun. Aside from him acting cool, he’s a real pain in the neck. 

Even if | hate his smug face, deep down, | feel happy to have met him. 

"What’s your job in the other universe? Are you a student?" | want to know him more, 
not only his preferences. 

Everything. 

"I’ve graduated. I’m twenty-three." 

"What a coincidence. We're the same age and into old songs." | can’t hide my 
happiness. It seems we have a lot in common, and what right timing. 

"In the other universe..." A brief silence. And then, his perfectly shaped lips move. 
"m an actor." 

"You're kidding." Don’t make me laugh. An actor, my ass. Tell a dog this lie and it 
wouldn't... 

| stop laughing, seeing his serious face. 

"For real?" 


"Yeah." He slightly lifts his eyebrow. Freaking cheeky. 
"What agency?" 

"GGN. Have you heard of it? Short for ‘Good Guy Naaa.” 
"Cut it out!" 


He ruined the name. 


pause. 


Tun." 


"You kept asking me. What about you?" He throws me a question without a 


"m an assistant colorist. | died before starting working." 
"You're working at the Good Guy building?" 
"Stop being such a pain. Im begging you." I'll even bow. "Wait. You're not actually 


"Yeah." 
"Let’s introduce ourselves again. I’m Talay. I’m in the body of a very hardworking 


guy named Tess." 


"Nice to meet you, Talay." That’s all. Nothing else? 

"Hey, introduce yourself. What’s your name?" 

"Not telling." 

"Why are you playing hard to get?" 

"You'll know who | am if | tell you. | don’t want you to follow me to the building." 

"As if you’re famous." 

"| am." He lifted his right eyebrow. Now it’s his left. | think he has some kind of 


problem with his eyebrows. 


| feel like pursing my lips. It’s not like there’s one actor in Thailand. Besides, ever 


since | was young, I’ve been a die-hard fan of very few artists. All of them have become 


legends. 


"How do | call you, then? You're annoying." 

"Call me Tun and the body owner Pakorn." 

"Why do you have to complicate things?" 

"So what? | want to be arrogant." 

"You must want to return home, given how famous you are." 

"| fucking want to go back." He rests his chin in the palm of his hand and pouts 


pitifully to gain sympathy. "| was a rising star, with many movies to star in and many shows 


to appear in. | had to shoot for multiple commercials and sell products on IG." 


Ughhhh, poor him~ But the person | feel more sorry for is... 
"| feel bad for Pakorn. He was writing a script and suddenly became a damned 


rising star." What a dramatic turn of events. | don’t want to imagine it, but | think it’s pretty 


tough. 


body. 


"Feel bad for me. | might be a fallen star when | get back." 
"That’s sad. It’s okay. I'll help you." | pat his strong shoulder. It shakes the tall 


"You can barely help yourself." This motherfucker. He’s a real pain. 


"Do you trust me?" 

"No." 

"lve been here longer. I’m more experienced. Ask away. | know all the answers." 

"You can answer every question?" Tun doesn’t look convinced. | put on a serious 
face and assure him in a firm voice. 

"Yes." 

"If | need information, where can | get it?" 

"Easy. We have Google in our universe, right? This universe has Qoogle." Since we're 
talking about this, | add, "Instagram here is called Instaqam. If you crave coffee, you go to 
Starlucks, not Starbucks." 

"What if | want to be an actor?" 

"Dont go to GGN. They sell chicken pops. If you want to audition, go to my dad's 
company, 26 Pictures." 

"Wow, your dad’s influential." 

"A little." | puff my chest proudly. 

"But he’s not your dad." Shit...He must’ve noticed my expression even if | didn’t say 
it, so he quickly makes an excuse, "Don’t mind me. I’m druuuunk." 

"Liar. You haven't finished a glass." 

"m sorry, okay?" What else can | say? "Another question." 

"Okay." 

"When I'm stressed, unhappy, or have problems, who do | turn to?" 

| sit still, contemplating. There are many people ready to help. Puwadol, Jubjang, the 
members of the Association of Thai People in Different Universe, or new friends whom we 
recently met. But when | open my mouth, a thought slips into my mind. 

And it becomes the only answer I’m giving him. 

"Me." 

At that moment, a smile crosses his stony face. 

.. The most gentle smile I’ve ever seen. 

"m glad it’s you." 

How delightful. | suddenly got another friend. At least we can share our happy or 
sad moments with each other. 

It’s not that the members of the Association of Thai People in Different Universe are 
horrible. But the different ages and experiences kind of interrupt the flow of conversations. 
But with Tun, a famous actor from the other universe, | can share my lists of movies, songs, 
preferences, the entertainment industry stories, and the hardships of the teams before and 


behind the scenes. 


"Hey, your face is withered—carrot orange today." 

"Ha," Tun scoffs. He doesn’t look amused. 

"Why did you call me here?" 

| had to wake up early to attend the morning classes before driving to the regular 
café to see the demanding man. Also, he’s no longer a barista. He’s sipping tea with his 
legs crossed as a customer. | honestly hate his posture. 

"Poor Pakorn." 

"What happened?" 

"His brother postponed the project to work on a new one of the production 
house." 

Cheewin who is nearly everything—the producer, director, co-—scriptwriter, and 
production house owner. He intended to let his brother work on the project once it got 
approved by the director. 

It’s a big project...Still, what can we do but accept it? 

"It’s fine. We'll have more time to find a way home." 

Since Tess’s brother didn’t trust me enough to let me grade colors for the movie, | 
wanted nothing to do with it. | only visited Pakorn regularly, my mind occupied with 
doubts. 

And Tun’s arrival today totally made me ignore Tess’s family affairs and focus on 
finding my way out of this universe. 

"Yeah. It’s cool, | guess." 

"You look like a sad puppy." He really does. I’m not kidding. "Why? You've been here 
for a short while and already felt attached?" 

"Not really." 

"Get over it. Let’s focus on returning home." 

"It would've been better if | hadn't read Pakorn’s message before he died." There we 
go. The turning point of my life. Even if I’m not interested, | can’t avoid it. "He had high 
hopes for the project. If he knows his effort has gone to waste, he'll be sad." 

"They just postponed it. There’s a possibility they'll bring it back in the future." 

"What if they won't?" | have nothing to say. | dislike speculating possibilities. 

"They can pitch it to other studios." 

"Pakorn wished to work here. It was the first time his team got to write a script for a 
big production house." 

Pakorn’s scriptwriting path wasn’t sprinkled with rose petals. He started with short 
films, then he wrote scripts for small production houses. Though the budgets were low, both 
movies failed to gain profit. 


So, it was the first time for Pakorn and his friends to take a big leap, though it was 
due to the support of his brother. 

"Wont Cheewin be mad if they work on it without him?" 

"He gave them permission. The problem is, without Cheewin, the possibility of the 
film being produced is low." 

Dreams can hurt us sometimes. Dreams that are far out of reach. Dreams that leave 
scars after we get through so much to achieve. And at times, when you finally succeed, 
your heart feels lonely. 

I've witnessed all of it from people around me. 

Pakorn was one of those who followed his dreams relentlessly. Unfortunately, his 
chance was robbed, and he was drowned in his past failure. 

"Where the hell have you been?" 

I've gotten lost in thought until Tun breaks the silence as the two buddies arrive. 
They're not in good shape. 

"We were crying secretly," Au replies with a sob. It’s not so secret. Their eyes are 
swollen. 

"Wanna talk?" 

I'm the one calming them, apparently. Now, the emotional talk has begun. 

"Sorry. Since the project got canceled...I’ve felt lost." 

"You'll feel better." | turn to the female worker and speak to her politely, "Can you 
give us some ice, please?" 

I'll put it on their eyes. | feel awfully sorry for them. 

"This project was our hope, our dream to get our movie played at Kan Film Festival, 
to be praised. | don’t want to...die and be remembered for my failure." 

His tears flow down, so he turns to Tun and wipes his snot with his shirt. Au, that’s 
your friend’s shirt... 

"Look. This was when our team was ‘Minimalist Lab (Bit).’ Don’t you think the logo | 
designed is amazing?" Even the least emotional person like Up is dejected. He shows me a 
picture on his phone. 

The three of them are in student uniforms with a cutesy rabbit sign on the wall 
above. 

"It looks nice. Why the rabbit, though?" 

"We thought ‘Lab’ was too short, so we added (Bit) to make it longer. Plus, it 
sounded like ‘rabbit.’ Too cute. My heart’s soft." 

Damnnnnn. Did you even discuss it with each other first? Seriously, dude? 
SERIOUSLY? 


"Brilliant idea." 

| say it just to comfort him. 

"And then," Up continues, "we were redebuted as..." 

He swipes left to show a picture of the three of them in graduation gowns sitting in 
a messy room. In front of them is a huge letter sign with a word and a ludicrous logo... 

‘O.U.R Studio’ 

Huh?! 

From Minimalist to our studio? You named your studio our studio? | caaaaan'’t. 

What did you expect, anyway, Talay? Wah~ 

"And this is our current name." 

I'm not very impressed by the first two names. Now that he’s mentioned the newest 
one, | expect nothing. 

Up scrolls up aggressively before stopping at a photo. It displays the three of them 
standing side by side, holding a black sign with plain white letters, totally different from the 
other two. 

‘Friend Credits’ 

"| like this one." 

"You've got sharp eyes, Tess. Wanna know the meaning?" 

"Of course." 

"Movies always end with end credits. We simply put ‘Fri’ in front of ‘end’ to imply 
that us friends get through everything together until the end," Up explains. Au then takes 
over the narration sentimentally. 

"One movie is one part of our lives. People come and go. But at least, in that movie, 
at that moment, we share memories." 

Wow, that’s freaking awesome. | want to ask them to create a quotation page as 
another way to promote themselves. 

"We might not be excellent or the top students of our department, but we’ve been 
trying to improve ourselves. We wrote countless scripts for short films. When we got an 
opportunity to work on full movies, well, they flopped. We kept pitching our scripts, 
nonetheless." 

I'm unsure if | should feel sorry for them or the funders. I'll just cheer up 
everyone. 

"Look at us now...hic." 

"Relax." Tun pats his friend’s shoulder in understanding. 

Looking back to the first time we met, | could see hope sparkling in their eyes when 
they talked about their dream to get the movie they wrote the script for with all their might 


played at Kan Film Festival. 

They're no different from me. 

Despite hundreds of disappointments, we're never used to it. 

"m sorry. Its embarrassing, but | can’t stop crying." 

"Take it all out." 

With that, the faucet handle is turned. Au is bawling, nearly drowning our chairs in 
his tears. It draws the curious eyes of other customers. The more we try to console Au, the 
worse he feels. It also disheartens Up and Tun even more. 

| put an end to this drama scene by lending them a helping hand. 

"ll talk to my brother." 

"Can you really helo us?" Tun almost shoves his friend’s head off as he looks at me 
with a hopeful face. 

"| dont know. My brother is considering funding the project. If | ask him, he might 
be able to help." 

"Can you really do it?" 

"Don’t underestimate me. I'll serve this billion—worth project right on your table." 

"The approximate budget is actually forty million." Damn you, Tun. He keeps messing 
with me. 

"Can you get dramatic with me, please~?" He cracks a small smile. After a pause, 
he meets my gaze. 

"I'll help, too. Cheewin can probably find someone to fill in his place." 

"Deal." 

"Deal." 

| sometimes don’t know why | try so hard for someone else’s happiness. 

| dont understand why | add problems to my life when I’m not doing that well. 
All | know is, amid all the hardships regarding living in this universe, one thing 
makes me smile. It’s the fact that we... 

...met each other. 

| carry my friends’ hope on my shoulders to visit Thanin at his office, actively 
thinking of how to persuade him. That large amount of money can’t be decided on over a 
night. 

Although | have no idea if this will end with a good result or disappointment, it 
wouldn't hurt to try. 

"Are you really going to postpone my friends’ project?” Here goes my first 


sentence. 


The preface I’ve prepared completely evaporates. It makes the person focusing on 
the expensive laptop look up. He replies in a barely audible voice. 

"Um." 

"But they've worked on it for quite a lot." 

"The project has never been approved. It can wait, but a movie to be filmed abroad 
can't," he says, unbothered. I’m the one getting flustered as I’m slowly pushed into a dead 
end, despite the fact that | planned to go hard on him. 

"But the scriptwriting team, my friends, doesn’t have other projects." Stay calm, Talay. 
You have to steady your voice more. Having spoken to myself, | resume, "| heard Dream, 
one of the producers, is still interested in this project. Isn't it better if we find another 
director and production house to pick it up?" 

"Ask Dad yourself." In contrast to my long monologue, his answer is shorter than my 
lifespan. 

"No. Don’t wanna get hit." 

"That's it, then." 

"Help me, please. Talk to Dad." 

"Tess, it’s forty—million baht we're talking about. We're making movies, not playing 
games. We can’t do whatever we want." Compared to other movies, the budget for this one 
is moderate. There’s a high chance we'll gain profit. 

"Use my inheritance money." Tess is the son of this family. lve watched many 
movies and shows. He’s bound to receive some. 

Upon hearing that, Thanin sighs. 

"You think Dad will allow that, you brat?" 

"Come on. | promise this movie will Succeed if it’s approved. You can take it as an 
example of a too—grossing mid—budget film of the production house." 

"Don't get ahead of yourself." 

"I've been a lousy brother." Getting emotional, | put on a sad face and tell a half- 
truth. 

"True." 

| havent finished. Why are you interrupting? 

"But | bet my life that it will be successful. I’m not the Tess | used to be." At that 
moment, | see three faces clearly in my head. "My friends...give their all to this project." 

"Everyone gives their all to their work." 

Damn...I’m at a loss for words. | stare at Tess’s brother, pressing my lips together. 
We're both so quiet that we can hear the AC clearly. 

The clock keeps ticking until he loses his patience and speaks first. 


"How do you guarantee it?" 

If this is my last bet, lIl do whatever it takes to win. 

"If it flops, l'Il do everything our family wants." 

Friend Credits 
Studio 

That’s the message on the white bag with the signature film reel logo. 

"Welcome to the minimal studio of the minimal folks. Ta—da~" 

Up says merrily before getting interrupted by Au, who’s in a loose shirt and floral 
shorts. 

"Your clothes aren't minimal at all. Why are you all dressed up? It’s fucking hot." 

He tells off Up and also Tun, who rolls his eyes and takes off his huge jacket. 

It must be his habit when appearing at events. We’re meeting up to talk about the 
script, but he’s dressed like he’s going to endorse a product. He even made his friend get 
dolled up like him, seemingly forgetting the AC in Au’s room is beyond repair. It doesn't 
release cool air no matter how long you leave it on. 

"Tess, come and sit. I’ve prepared everything." | settle on the floor as the room 
owner has told and flick my eyes at numerous beer bottles nearby. 

Did he buy them to drink or bathe? 

"First of all, lets take a photo." Au comes up with all kinds of activities before we 
actually start working. "Tess, you're not in the frame. Move closer." 

"| don't have to be in the photo," | say, but | try my best to scooch in. | can’t help it. 
| want to be involved. 

Tun is in the center, flanked by his two co-founders, while I..am a spirit hanging 
above them like a ghost under the stairs in The Medium. Imagine how scary | look. 

"Ready? Three, two, one." 

CLICK! 

After one click, the chaos begins. 

"Let’s celebrate our project getting continued! Cheers to our success because we're 
the best scriptwriting team in the universe." 

CLINK! 

"Where did you fucking get that confidence, Au?" 

"From the bottom of my heart, Up—pree." 

"Awwwww." 

Since the Friend Credits team owns no office and refuses to use a studio at the 
production house, saying it doesnt have the vibe, we work at the team members’ places, 


co-working spaces, or cafés. 

Today is more special as we need a place to celebrate. Reasonable. If we drink 
outside, we're afraid we'll cause trouble to society. That’s why we're here in Au’s room. 

The thing is, they called me over to helo them read the script before taking it to the 
meeting tomorrow. How come we ended up chugging down the booze? 

Even Tun plays along. Instead of stopping his friends, he gulos the beer before 
everyone and puts ice in our glasses. I’m speechlesssss. 

"You know~ We need to get drunk before getting to work, or our heads will be 
blank." As we drink in broad daylight, the two buddies, Au and Up, take it upon themselves 
to fill me in about the stories of their team. Meanwhile, Tun keeps...outting ice in the 
glasses. 

Before | know it, we’re so wasted our faces turn green like dried sweet basil. 

"m the researcher. Tun and Up present ideas. Then, we write together." 

"We're the same team," | offer myself as soon as I’ve heard that. 

"What’s your job?" Au asks in a feeble voice. 

"| cheer you up." 

"Ugh, go and attend your classes." 

"| don’t want to." 

"Naughty." 

The person who has been pouring drinks quietly for some time drops the remark, 
and | snap back right away. 

"None of your business." 

We both speak no more and only stare, purse our lips, and kind of scowl at each 
other. When we run out of the beer they brought, we get to work as primarily planned. 

A dozen of empty beer bottles are swept to the wall. A long table is dragged from 
the corner to the center of the room. The table is set. The chairs are set. The script is 
ready. It’s time to brainstorm the hell away. 

| don’t Know how other scriptwriting teams work. But this team has a day where they 
specifically discuss the dialogues, selecting the ones to keep or remove. 

As I'm reading, there's no problem so far, but then my eyes land on this line... 

"Wanna try? Let’s try to learn about each other...You don’t have to like me that much. 
Just open your heart," | read it out loud, and Au chirps. 

"Wowww, freaking cheesy. Who wrote it?" 

"Tun, that bastard. | said no, but he insisted." Up pouts at his friend. The person 
getting accused instantly shakes his head. 

"| didnt write it." 


Do you believe it? Despite his denial, | notice an apparent change in him. He was 
able to keep his cool for so long. 

| cant help but tease him, as | should. 

"Tun." 

"Hmm?" 

"Why are you blushing? Are you shy?" 

"Why would | blush over a cheesy line? Nonsense." 

"Your ears are also red." 

"It's hot today." I’m sure the original Pakorn would’ve liked the line, or he wouldn't 
write things like this. 

But I’ve never thought the man before me is into this kind of thing. It’s pretty cute. | 
won't tease him too much, though. If he loses it and kicks my neck, that'll be terrible. 

"Do we keep it?" Up asks. The others exchange awkward glances and answer at the 
same time. 

"Yes!" 

They're definitely friends. 

"And this dialogue. I’m so proud." Au slaps his chest, extremely excited, as he turns 
his eyes to Act Il. "Did you just fart?" 

"No, why?" They’re sure good at playing along. 

"Because you blew me away." 

"Eeeeek! I’m blushing." 

The three slap each other’s arms and twist their bodies in shyness. Yes! All three, 
because Tun also joins in. Gosh~ | can foresee the future of this movie. It will flop. 

"This one’s a no." Someone has to stop this, and | sacrifice myself to be that person. 
Of course, | receive glares from those with different opinions. 

‘Come on, Tess. Think about it. Clichéd plus clichéd equals to..." Au’s question is 
super easy. 

"Goddamn clichéd." 

"No. A bop." 

| see Tun shaking his head and crossing out the line we recently read with his 
pencil, even if he got shy with them earlier. On the contrary, the other two highlight the line 
in illuminating green to emphasize how much they want this line in the movie. 

This is wearing me out. They're already disagreeing with each other. 

"What about this one? You're not a movie...You're the reality." 

Whoa, the legendary line. If they give each other film slate necklaces, I’m sure that’s 
the one. 


"Yes!" 

The three of them nod in agreement and turn their gazes to me to pressure me. 

"Okay. Whatever you see fit." 

"Yeah, yeah!" 

I'm all knackered by the time it’s over. It’s like my energy has been sucked out, 
even though I’ve simply sat here. I’m not the only one. Even Up's and Au’s heads felt so 
heavy that they went to the balcony to smoke, leaving me and the rising star catching our 
breaths side by side. 

After a brief silence, | speak. 

"Tun, did you usually star in movies or series in the other universe?" 

"Movies. | prefer movies," the man before me replies without much thought. 

"Since you've been in a lot of movies, suggest some cool scenes. We'll probably get 
more impressive scenes that way." 

"| only starred in horror movies. | had to look shocked all the time." 

Ugh, did he plan to mess with me until the end? 

"Suggest the scenes from romance movies." 

He rolls his eyes left and right in contemplation before going quiet. These actions 
make me feel like cursing him. Good thing he speaks in a low voice before | do that. 

"There's this scene in a short film | played three years ago. | think it’s pretty 
cute." 

"| must've watched it." 

"It wasn’t in theatre. | played a role in my seniors’ short film for their graduation 
project." 

"Oh, bummer. Tell me about it." 

"Where do | start? It's a scene where two main characters sit together at a table, 
then the male lead wants to court the female lead." | crack up at the word ‘court.’ I’m not 
sure why. Maybe | haven't heard this word for a long time. "So he tries his best to make 
her blush." 

"And?" 

Instead of explaining with words, Tun shifts his body, places his elbows on the 
table, and fixes his gaze on me with an emotionless face. 

"You call this getting into the character?" 

Not replying, he slowly breaks into a smile and shoots a flirtatious look at me. 

Of course, the smile is charming and flattering. It would work if the person in front of 
him wasn't Talay, who never blushes at any flirts, no matter how hot they are. 

"Do | have to get shy?" Tun is briefly taken aback, then changes how to ‘court.’ 


"Hey..." 
He now attacks me with a sweet voice, but yeah. It has zero effect on me. To save 


the face of the man trying his best to show off his acting skills, | think of a compliment. 
"Good job." 
Sorry. This is all | can think of. 
"How can you be so indifferent? When | played in that scene, the female lead’s 


reaction wasn't like this." 
"There, there." Stifling my laugh, | pat his strong shoulder. His confidence vanishes, 


leaving only an unmistakably sulking face. 
"Talay, don’t you feel anything?" 


"| do." 
| don’t feel shy, but my heart feels something. 


lts not a romantic feeling slowly building up. 


| just... 
"| think you’re adorable when you sulk like this." 


| find him adorable. 
ie 


Shittttt... 
| didn’t expect he would react this way. When | said that sentence, the man 


opposite me dropped his gaze and looked away in an instant. 
But it can’t hide his red cheeks and ears from me. 


"Wait! Are you acting or actually blushing?" 


"L.m acting." 
Smooth. He can’t make me blush, but he can blush for me. Fantastic. 
"| dont know why. Your smile felt familiar. You looked like...like...". | rack my brain 


trying to remember the name, but the memory is too foggy to see. 
"Like who?" 
Tun strikes me with the question, his face getting redder. 
At that moment, a man’s name pops up in my mind. Im sure that must be it, so | 
decide to say it while holding his gaze. 
"Brad." 


"You're Brad Pitt, aren't you?!" 
"Ugh." 


07 


HONEY 


Cheewin was a producer and director of a film project: Long Distance 
Relationship. 

However, after he was suddenly assigned to direct an international movie, the 
project he had worked on for almost a year was put on hold. 

Besides the director's absence, his production team, Sig—Nature Project, had to 
carry out the new project with him. 

The romance movie his brother, Pakorn, and the gang wrote the script for was 
supposed to be postponed indefinitely, but Dream, one of the producers, agreed to keep it 
going and find a new director for the movie. Everything went smoothly. Nevertheless, the 
production budget, excluding the promotional budget, was reduced to twenty million baht. 
We have to negotiate with sponsors later on. 

Did | go around dealing with everything out of worry that Pakorn’s dream wouldn't 
come true? Pff! No. | was afraid ld have to do what Tess’s family wanted. | shouldn't have 
been stupid and given Thanin the offer. 

Tess might damn me to rot in hell if he successfully returns to this universe. 

At least there is good news to heal my heart amid the (somewhat good, somewhat 
bad) situation, which is...1 can go back to my apartment nowwwww. 

| don’t Know what got into Tess’s dad to give me a new keycard. | no longer need 
to be a homeless spirit floating from place to place. 

"Sent. Open it." 

A voice snaps me awake from my train of thought. 

Au diverts his gaze from the laptop to the three of us. We're sitting around the table 
in the center of the room. 

We talked about the dialogues last time. This time is more worrying because they 
don’t know how to end the story. | just can’t with them. 


"Come on. No time to waste." 

| grab my laptop as requested and open the emailed document: ‘Long———Distance 
Relationship Version’ 

This is the seventh version, and there’s no end of revision. We fix the script in every 
of our meetings and have no idea how much it will be edited when we propose it. 

"I’ve been meaning to ask this. Did you set up a studio because you didn’t want to 
be apart? You want to work together forever?" 

Is my question hilarious? They laugh in amusement before Au takes it upon himself 
to explain. 

"How dramatic of you. Friend Credits was founded for the three of us to write scripts 
together. It’s fine for us as an individual to take solo jobs or write scripts with other teams. 
Be it short films, series, or dramas. We accept everything if contacted." 

"Nice. | thought you’d never work with anyone else." 

"We dont have many scriptwriting projects in a year, so we need to take more jobs 
to get by." That’s true. Life is not easy, especially for newly graduates with less experience. 
Their opportunities are scarce. 

"Will we get to work now?" 

| get interrupted by this damn devil while thinking of some cool phrases to show off 
my wit, and the devil is Tun. Aside from cutting in, he rests his chin in his hand and locks 
his cheeky eyes on me. 

"Did you open the file? Argh." 

The script reading begins relaxingly. The tension slowly builds up when we gravitate 
back to the unresolved issue from the last time. 

"Should it have a happy ending? The viewers will be content and live their lives with 
hope." 

Once Up has said that, the actor in the scriptwriter’s body promptly dismisses it. 

"Move on, will you? Let’s make it a sad ending. Don’t stick to only one person." 

"Agree." | raise my hand to support him. 

We've been arguing about the ending for days. What a troublesome issue. 

The script was actually completed since the three buddies went off-site to create 
the mood for writing. But when they proposed the script to the producers, they got 
requested to edit it multiple times. The saddest thing was the producers didn’t fancy the 
ending. 

Long Distance Relationship is a story of a woman who feels lost after graduation. 
Not knowing what to do, she’s on the search for her passion by trying various part-time 
jobs while recording her daily life. 


One day, her typical video recording captures a horrific incident. The impactful 
event brings back the man who had a connection with her in the past. This time, he 
appears with a secret that will change her life forever. 

The movie is categorized as a rom-com, but the second half of it is more like a 
suspense, with the ending of that of a romantic story. 


"Tun, you insisted it should have a happy ending before," Up asks in doubt, making 
the other man flustered. 


"lve changed my mind." 
"Give me a good reason." 
"| don’t think people who get broken up can live with the reason for the breakup," he 
replies with a serious face as if no one can change his mind. 
After receiving one answer, the others turn their eyes on me. 
"What about you, Tess? Give us a reason you want a sad ending." 
"One reason, Up." 
"Uh-huh." 
"m not into love." 
"We're writing a love story, not fucking making you two into it" Up swears, 
dramatically acting like he’s about to break the laptop in half. 
Tun argues, not backing down. 
"How can we convey romantic feelings if we're not into it? A sad ending is good." 
"Two votes. What do we do now?" 
Before the argument escalates, Au steps in as the mediator with a creative 
solution. 
"Rock, paper, scissors." 
Are we going to decide on a twenty—million—worth project by playing rock, paper, 
scissors? | want to cry. 
| don’t want to ruin Tess’s brother's trust by sitting still, so | suggest something 
before they decide like that for real. 
"Let’s ask for Cheewin’s advice." 
The initial idea is his. He might provide us some good piece of advice, but the 
response from Cheewin’s fake brother shuts me up. 
"Cheewin already has a lot on his plate." 
Then... 
"Lets meet each other halfway. What about..being apart for a long time before 
reuniting?" 


Everyone is silent and rolls their eyes around as they mull over it. 


"Is it a happy ending or not?" Tun asks. 

"Up for discussion." 

"Call Me by Your Name." 

"That’s not up for discussion. The lead left to get married." Did we watch the same 
movie? 

"There’s a sequel to the book." 

"| only count the movie," | shoot unyieldingly, yet he keeps coming up with his 
references. 

"La La Land." 

"The female lead got married." 

"Moonlight?" 

"| fucking love it. Heart—fluttering." 

You're the only man that’s ever touched me. | haven't really touched anyone since. 
That’s the memorable love confession without the word ‘love.’ 

"What are you guys talking about?" 

Au furrows his brow. | almost forgot the other guys have never watched the movies 
we mentioned. Unable to explain, | change the subject. 

"Nothing. What do we do now?" 

"My head is empty. Let me have some beer." 

With that, the two buddies grasp beer cans and wrap their arms around each 
other’s necks to build up the mood on the balcony, leaving Tun and me together again. Will 
we finish the projecttttt? 

"Tun, let me ask you something." 

| simply want to know him more for a scoop about a famous celebrity in a different 
universe. When | return home, | might share the story on Facebook that we've once gotten 
through this together. 


"Um." 

"Do you have a lover in the other universe?" 

"No." 

"Not even in secret? | won't sell the information to anyone." I'll only tell my friends 


and address him anonymously. 

"None of your business." His answer makes my feet twitch. "What about you?" 

"None of your business," | snap back, and he rocks my head really hard. Am | mad? 
No, but | want to smack his head. 

Lucky for him, I’m a sweet person. | think but won't take action. 


"lll answer properly now. | dated both normal people and celebrities, but | was 
single before coming here. Your turn." 

"m single by choice." 

"Where did you learn that phrase?" 

"A series." 

"Never thought of dating someone by choice?" 

"| did. It was long ago." The thought puts me down. "You know, my life was full of 
stressful shit. | had to work and earn money to cover the bills. | tried to push myself 
forward to have a good life in a shitty environment. | can barely manage my life. | don’t 
have time to find love." 

"lve been there before." Wow, unbelievable. 

"You're famous now. Your mom must be proud." 

"She passed away.” Oh... 

"Your dad must be proud." 

"He also passed away." 

"m sorry." 

The fact that lve repeated my mistake makes me want to smash my head against 
the wall to escape from the embarrassment. Fortunately, Tun doesn’t seem angry, his face 
emotionless. He speaks as if he feels nothing. 

"Its okay. | have no one in my life to worry about." He talks like a grandpa. 

"Don't you have any siblings?" 

"| have a sister. She's married with kids and has a warm family of her own, so l'm 
not worried." 

Does it mean he has nothing in life to hold on to? No. He has his job, fame, and 
friends in the industry he’s never mentioned. | guess that’s enough for him to try his best to 
return home. 

"Seriously, Tun, what’s your name?" 

"Make a guess." His stern face eases up as though he’s just thought of a funny idea 
to mess with me. 

"| can barely guess shit in my life. The others’ businesses are out of the 
question." 

"My mom named me after a character in a movie. It was released in the year | was 
born." 

"You mean your nickname? What about your first name?" 

"Just my nickname." 


"Too broad." The person who can guess this deserves a million baht. 


"We were born in the same year. I’ve narrowed it down." 

"Tell me your birthdate." 

"No. Dont trick me into giving away the answer. It'll be easy for you if | tell you my 
birthdate." 

"There are countless celebrities out there. You’re scared for nothing." Why is he 
making his name a big deal? It looks like he’s having fun with this guessing game that the 
contestant has no clue of the answer to. 

"Give me more hint. Was the movie famous that year?" 

"Pretty famous." 

| was born in 1998. What movies were phenomenal that year? 

Heck yeah! | remember one, the legend created by James Cameron. Though I'm not 
sure if it was released that year, lIl say it. If the silence lasts too long, it will ruin the 
mood. 

"Your name is definitely Jack. Titanic is famous." 

"Stupid guess." 

"Rose." 

"Talay, stop!" 

"Or..." My heart drums. This puzzle sounded difficult at first. But now that I’m thinking 
about it, the answer might be closer than expected. 

Right! It's possible to be a Thai movie. The first one in my mind is... 

"You wouldn't tell me because your mom loved 2499 for sure." 

"You..." Tun’s voice quivers. At that moment, | don’t hesitate to shout loud and 
Clear. 

"Dang!" 

"Dang, my ass." 

"Awwwwwww." I’m absolutely right. 

"It was out in a different year." 

"How am | supposed to know? What do you want me to call you, then?" 

"Up to you." 

"Dang, Dang, Danggggg." 

"m begging you." He's about to bow down. 

"Well, you're the one being arrogant and refusing to reveal it. It’s cool to be Dang 
Bailey, you know. Have you heard this?" 

"No." 

"Wait, | haven't said it." What a pain. He’s so cheeky that | want to flick his 
mouth. 


"Go ahead." 

"You have to be patient to be my wife." 

"| have to be more patient to be your friend." 

"Damn it." 

I'm the one who has to be patient. Besides not knowing his name, | have to handle 
his cheeky energy that can attack me anytime. 

Although we can't find a conclusion to the ending of the movie, something is slowly 
forming from this moment—the bond between Tun and me...that starts to grow stronger. 


"You think the moon is the same as in our universe?" 

"| don’t know." 

Au and Up took over the balcony to drink beer to cure their empty heads in the late 
afternoon. At night, Tun and | have a chance to share nearly expired juice on the balcony 
and enjoy ourselves by looking at the moon. 

We're taking in nature. 

"| want to go back there." | point at the sky, thinking the other world is out there as 
part of the universe. 

"You'll go back. Who knows...you might grade colors for my movie when that time 
comes," Tun says in a low, charming voice, his eyes on mine. 

"If you're a famous actor starring in a high—budget movie, | won't get to grade 
colors for you." 

"Oh, right." 

"Hey, wanna fight?" 

| thought he would comfort me. He rubbed salt into my fucking wound. 

"How do you know I'll still be famous when | go back? Pakorn might ruin my life." 

"Tess also might get me fired and I'll have to live off my parents." If that’s the case, 
itll be distressing. | don’t want to cat—sit anymore. "| don’t want to fucking imagine. | wish 
for a good ending." 

"The best ending is us reuniting." 

"| don’t even know your name." 

"| won't mess with you for long. I'll tell you soon." 

"What a pain." 

"I'll find you, then. Your name is Talay, an assistant colorist of Best Fish Fingers Bro! 
You're easy to find." 


You son of a bitchhhhh. He ruined the name of the studio. The BFB everyone knows 
is Behind the Film Bangkok! 

Best Fish Fingers Bro, my ass! He’s making me hungry. 

"With that name, | hope you can find me in this life." 

"Of course, | can. I’m smart." | hate his extreme confidence. | can’t imagine that day, 
though. | might be the one looking for him as a fan. 

"If | see you in the other universe, do you know what I’m going to call you?" | ask 
the actor who always shows off his fame. 

"What...2" 

| slowly break into a smile, my eyes locked on the sharp face of the man before 
me. 

Listen carefully, buddy. This is from the bottom of my heart. 

"‘Danggggg.-" 

"| won't even call you. l'Il kick your face and won't stop until you fall." He raises his 
leg. | quickly dodge, not staying still like an easy target. 

"Yo, you're always violent with me, you famous actor, you hot-tempered punk." It’s 
freaking fun to provoke Tun. "I actually like it a lot." 

"Context?" he snarls. 

"The ending of the movie. | like the idea of..being apart for a long time and 
reuniting. A happy ending or not, seeing each other again is good enough." 

| believe some relationships don’t have to be beautiful. As Au has said, life is like 
end credits. A movie is a moment in our lives. People come to make memories and then 
go. 

But itll be nice if we reunite and recall our shared memories. 

"You said you weren't into love." 

"It can be friendship. Aren't you happy when you reunite with an old friend you 
haven't seen for ages?" 

The person you shared happy moments with. 

Then you got heartbroken when you had to be alone, waiting to see that person 
again. 

When the long wait is over, | can’t imagine how happy my heart will feel. 

"No." 


But this man. 
Someone like him. 


"No one has ever made me feel that much." 


He’s never waited to see someone. 

No one at all. 

Thai People in Different Universe 

In the early morning, Ping and Nan successfully returned to the other universe. I’m 
truly happy for them. / Admin Jubjang 

| can’t believe there’s good news in our secret group after we've been downhearted 
by the previous incident for so long. 

Do you remember the fangirl and the cover singer? They both have returned to the 
other universe. 

The news gives us hope tremendously. We bombard the group with our comments, 
which reach nearly a hundred in no time. My comments alone are over twenty. 

"| think they matched because of their love for music and artists," | assume. 

The heart-to—heart session replays in my head. One obvious thing about the two 
was their interest in music and indie bands, and them living together helped them figure it 
out more quickly. 

"Oh, yeah?" I’m imagining things in excitement while Tun... That’s his response. 

"Hey, be a little excited." 

"| am." 

"You haven't congratulated them in the group." 

"Talay, look at me. I’m riding a motorbike. How am | supposed to hold my phone?" 
Oh! | forgot I’m on the back of the actor’s motorbike to roam around. 

We're making a journey under the scalding sun due to the issue that hasnt been 
resolved for weeks. The movie ending. Though we've agreed to leave it up for discussion, 
that’s not the end of it. 

"Use Tess’s car next time." 

"| feel bad." 

"Let’s just write it and give them lots of references. The location team can work on 
them. They might even build movie sets," he nags like a geezer. Did he lie to me that he’s 
twenty-three? He’s acting like a sixty—year—old man. 

"The production team doesnt have the budget for that. Plus, for a scriptwriter, if 
you're not at the location, will you be in the mood to write?" Even if I’m not a professional, | 
strongly believe that seeing and experiencing things in person is different from viewing stuff 
through the laptop screen. 

"Of course not." 

"Hey, hey, pull over. | think this place is good." 


As we ride across the narrow street lined with loads of cafés and restaurants, | pat 
the rider’s shoulder when | spot a café that looks similar to my imagination. 

"You've said the same thing several times." 

"Are you complaining?" 

I'm not the only one. Even Au and Up called me to whine about how they couldn't 
find the places they imagined. 

We step into the café decorated simply with white and beige furniture. The color 
arrangement is visually pleasant. More importantly, it’s not crowded with customers. We can 
explore this place thoroughly. 

"This is nice." 

As | flick my eyes around, Tun strides in, settles at an empty table, and grabs the 
menu nearby. 

"What do you want?" 

"m good. The food at the previous restaurant is up in my throat." 

"As if you're the only one," he mumbles, flipping each page. | have no choice but to 
sit beside him and help him order food instead of exploring the café. 

"What do you want?" 

I'm unsure if my current status is Tun’s friend or manager. 

"Vanilla cake and homemade ice cream." He'll still eat despite the complaint. 

"What flavor?" 

"You choose." What a burden. 

There are various flavors to choose from. Back in my universe, | would pick colorful 
ice cream to serve as a prop for my friends to take photos and post them on SNS. It’s 
different now because | should focus on guessing what the man before me likes rather than 
the visual. 

"Orange?" It balances out the sweetness of the cake. 

"| dont like it." 

"Chocolate?" 

"No." Tun... I’m gritting my teeth. 

"Vanilla, then." 

"The cake is vanilla. The ice cream should be something else." 

"Ugggggh, choose for yourself. You're picky." 

"Strawberry." 

"Cuteeeee.” Sweet, unlike his manner. 

I'm being sarcastic because I’m annoyed by the way he asked for my opinion but 
ended up ordering what he likes. Why didn’t he do it himself in the first place?! 


"Choose yours, Talay." 

"lll eat with you, but you have to pay." In other words, my stomach barely has room 
left. | won't be able to finish the food if | order for myself. It'll be a waste, and I'll feel sorry 
for the owner. 

"Youre much richer than me. Cant you treat me?" Tun whimpers. Ugh, as if | 
wouldn't know he’s acting. As expected from the star rising out of the galaxy. 

"Tess is rich, not me." 

Tired of arguing, | stand up to order the desserts at the counter to end the 
conversation. | return to the table and take out my phone to capture the atmosphere, 
though it doesn’t exactly match the place in my mind. 

"You think this place is okay?" Tun asks for my opinion. 

"Not really. I’m taking photos just in case," | say, photographing the shelf near the 
window. | move the camera around until it stops at the face of my companion. "Make a 
handsome face." 

"Don’t take my photo." 

"Tunnnnn, we're already here. I'll touch it up for you." 

"One photo." 

"Okay." 

And here he goes. Tun changes his poses without waiting for me to snap the shots. 
He crosses his legs coolly and then rests his chin in his hand while gazing at the camera 
with alluring eyes. At last, | almost have a trigger finger from photographing more than forty 
photos. One photo, my ass! 

"You must’ve modeled often back in our universe." 

"| was a model before being an actor." 

"Its easier to find you now." If | keep collecting crumbs, I'll discover his identity one 
day. 

A few moments later, the cake and ice cream are served. We take quite some time 
waiting for the other to eat first. Tun still doesn’t move after a while, so | shove my spoon 
into the sweet—colored ice cream and take a bite. 

"Hmm, sooooo good." My exaggeration cracks him up. "What are you laughing 
at?" 

"Nothing." He spoons the strawberry ice cream. His eyes widen after tasting it. 
"Soo0000 good." 

He’s mocking me. 

( Rerr — — Rrrr — — )/ 


My phone rings before | snipe back at him. For someone with a few friends and 
heaps of enemies like Tess, the person calling him is no one else but one of a limited 
number of friends of his. 

[Hello, Test.] That’s Fuse’s classic greeting. It’s Tess, with an S, not a T. 

"You want to hang out? I'll pass today. My mood is moss green," | cut short. My 
work is exhausting enough. | don’t have the energy to cause mischief with them. My body 
is weak. 

[Wait! What kind of mood is that? What a fucking puzzle.] 

"You don’t need to understand." 

[It’s okay if | don’t know, but do you know it?] Fuse starts. What else do | need to 
know? 

"Know what?" 

[We have a test today. In fifteen minutes. Where are you?] 

"Is it important?" 

[Not much. It’s not a scheduled test.] That’s a relief. It’s not too late to gain scores 
from the midterm and final exams. Shortly after I’ve pondered it, Fuse continues. [But if you 
miss this test, you have to repeat a semester. ] 

HOLY SHIT!!! 

| want to slam my head against the table. I’m not sure how far it is from the café to 
the university. Suddenly, | wish | could teleport to the test room right now. But since it’s 
impossible, the only one | can rely on is him...who stares at me in curiosity. 

"Dang, do me a favor." 

"No." 

"Tun." 

| beg him in a soft voice as though I’m speaking to a kitty. 

"Okay." He changes his mind when | call him right. 


"Give me a ride." 


| don’t Know when things started to go wrong today... 

Was it when | washed my hair with shower cream after waking up? Was it when | 
looked for the right café to write the movie ending and failed to find one? Was it when...| 
didn’t check the timetable well enough to know there would be a test? 

And now, my biggest mistake is | didn’t bring Tess’s car. It’s disastrous to get to the 
university. 

"Heyyyyy, my knees!" 


| yelp as Tun edges through the narrow road at high speed. He's riding like a 
maniac. 

| tear up. A memory flashes across my mind, taking me back to the first time | took 
a ride on the Viking ship. The tingling in my stomach. The shriek of people around me. It’s 
all still clear in my mind. My current situation is no different from then. 

When the motorbike has soared to the footpath in front of the department building, 
my legs feel so weak that | need the speedy rider to helo me down. 

Furthermore, | have to take a deep breath and gather my strength and spirit to 
sprint to the test room, forgetting to thank Tun for giving me a ride. 

BAMI!!! 

| push the door with both hands and stammers. 

"Excuse me." 

"Take a seat." The professor doesn’t seem to mind, still handing out the test to the 
students. The two best friends look at me and heave a sigh of relief. 

| can see the sheer worry in their eyes this time. 

"Do your best on the test," the professor says as if speaking to all students in the 
room. But she said that when she placed the test and the answer sheet on my table. 

Okay, lIl do my best. | look at the test before me. After a skim, | immediately feel 
the impending disaster. I’m sorry | didn’t study for this. Wah~ 

I'm sweating from my nape to my crotch. The cool air from the AC doesn’t help at 
all. When it’s over, it’s no surprise that l... 

"BLARGHHHH." 

"Jeez, Tess, you okay?" Kita and Fuse stand by the door as | throw up in the toilet 
like crazy. 

"L.m okay." By okay, | mean I’m dying. 

"Wanna see the doctor?" 

"No. | just..ate too much." The nausea is unbearable. The food and desserts | had 
have come out to say hi to the world. 

"You look freaking pathetic." They shake their heads and awkwardly support me out 
of the restroom. 

"Where are you going after this?" 

You have to ask, Kita?! 

"I'll go home to rest. I’m fucking tired." 

"We're all leaving, then. Don’t call me if you need anything. Call someone else." You 
piece of shit. 


Given that my condition isn’t as bad as they thought, we wave goodbye on the 
ground floor. Once we've all split up, | take out my phone to use a taxi app to take me 
home so | can rest. | didn’t expect the man who should've left two hours ago would still 
wait for me. 

My distress vanishes as | jog to him. 

"You look dog-tired." 

"| puked." | feel like a little kid asking for his parents’ sympathy, and yes, | receive 
worried eyes in return. 

"Feeling better now? How are you feeling?" | shake my head. 

"| feel exhausted. | have heartburn. My body’s hot." 

"lll buy some medicine." 

"No need to. I'll get better soon." We slowly walk side by side to the classic 
motorbike. "Can we leave now?" 

"Anything you wish." 

What’s with his choice of words? 

As Im on the back of this two—wheeler on my way home, | rest my chin on the 
rider's shoulder in weariness. Tun, seemingly trying to mess with me, edges through the 
narrow alleys until | get dizzy. 

"Where are we going?" 

"Im following GPS." Another thing I’ve learned about this universe is GPS always 
makes us lost and reach the destination later than usual. If you get tricked into using 
shortcuts, brace yourself for the disaster. 

"Get out of these alleys and start over." 

"Okay." 

"Tun! Pull over!" 

| slap the strong shoulder with my right hand when my eyes catch a place. My 
action and high-pitched voice make the man before me stop the motorbike abruptly. Our 
helmets bump. 

"What?" 

"This place..." | point at my target. "You think it’s good?" 

His sharp face turns towards it. | get an answer a second later. 

"My guts say it’s good." 

I've learned a lot of things since his arrival. One of them is..we always see eye to 
eye. 

In a deep alley in the big city, there’s beauty hidden. 


lts a glasshouse presumably built long ago, considering the growing vines covering 
the whole structure. It attracts the passersby to take a look inside like magic. 

The furniture, collections, paintings, and arts with foreign vibes are meticulously 
arranged as if organized by a production designer. 

They all have meanings, though we can’t understand everything the owner wishes to 
convey. 

"The exterior is beautiful, but the interior is beyond expectation." | have to thank GPS 
for leading us to this place, right? | also have to thank Tun for using shortcuts that took us 
to this place. 

Do you know that every place that impresses me possesses these remarkable 
things, which are lights and colors? 

We've arrived in the early evening, when the sky turns yellow and orange. It’s when 
the warm white lights in the restaurant are turned on one by one. It feels like I’m enveloped 
by the soft yellow color that brings out warmth and romance simultaneously. 

Sadly, | don’t have a lover. Well, its not too bad to be here with a friend. 

"Did you book a table, sir?" 

The first person greeting us is a male worker in a white long-sleeve shirt and 
walnut-brown apron. 

"No, we didn’t." He nods in acknowledgment before leading us to an available table 
and recommending food, desserts, and beverages. The special menu is the dinner set, the 
restaurant's signature. 

"Its evening. Wanna have dinner?" We're already here. There's no way I'll say no to 
dinner. | accept Tun’s offer right away. 

"Sure." 

The menus here are pretty unique, probably because they’re European fusion food. 
We don’t miss a chance to order many dishes we've never tried. When the waiter has taken 
our order, | gaze around the restaurant. 

"Are you feeling better?" 

| beam and reply in a cheerful voice. 

"| felt better since | found this place." 

"You look over—the—moon." 

"| sure am." | barfed everything out of my stomach. It has room to stuff more tasty 
food. 

"My sister owns a café restaurant like this. | sometimes hung out there when 
bored." 


"Didn't your fans swarm there?" 


"No. | went there after closing time." 

"That’s nice." 

Tun’s sister's café restaurant must be gorgeous, like our table here. The mood is 
great as were beside the window displaying the atmosphere outside. Likewise, the 
passersby can view the beauty inside, where we are. 

"What are you looking at?" 

"The colors in this place. They're pretty." | turn my eyes from everything and pay 
attention to the man opposite me. "What are you looking at?" 

"ım wondering if the viewers will love the idea of the main characters meeting 
here." 

He was an actor in the other universe. But here, | guess he’s absorbed the passion 
for scriptwriting from Pakorn and the gang to an extent. That explains why he cares about 
the audience’s feelings. 

"Wait for the guys to complete this scene. We'll see if they love it or not." 

"You're dull and not romantic at all." Listen to him. | might not be romantic, but I’m 
serious with the project. Otherwise, | wouldn’t have gone around looking for the location 
since morning. 

"Who would be like you? Say one flirting dialogue and you get red to your ears." 

"Nonsense." 

"It’s the truth." 

"Don't you believe in love?" 

"It’s not like that. | have more important things to focus on." It might take time for 
love to happen to me, or it might never happen at all. "Like my job, family burdens, and 
returning home." 

With all three combined, my head is on the verge of exploding. 

"If you didn't have family burdens, your job, or need to return home, would you be in 
love?" 

"No, because my job is my life." 

"So you're going to marry your job?" 

"m going to marry my dream. To do that, | need my job." 

"How big is your dream?" 

"| hope the movie | grade colors for plays at a big film festival." Since | discovered | 
wasn't interested in going to film sets every day until | got an opportunity to train at a small 
production house, | grew so much after that short while. Therefore, | wished to go as far as 
possible in my career path. "What about you, Tun? How big is your dream?" 


I'm the interviewer now. At least we'll get to Know each other more. 


"| don't have a dream." 

"Really? What about awards or international movies? You've never thought about 
them?" 

"Sometimes. Even if | want to win an award or star in an international movie, they're 
not my biggest dream." 

"You'll find out one day. It’s fine even if you don’t. To hell with it." 

Tun smiles at my opinion. That’s when the waiter serves drinks to us. | think it will 
be a while before our food comes. 

"What kinds of people did you fall in love with?" What's with him? He keeps asking 
me about love. 

"Someone cute like a kitten." 

"Awwwww, dont fall in love with me. Meow~" Meow, my ass. His voice is terrifying. 
"What else do you like?" 

"Why?" 

"m Curious." 

"You're freaky nosy. I’m not telling you." 

What do people talk about when they're on dates with their crushes? | haven't dated 
anyone for so long that | can't think of it. But, with him, my important friend, | feel 
comfortable. 

We can talk about stressful stuff and play along with each other’s lame jokes. And 
now, Tun and | simply sit here and let the silence do its job without feeling 
uncomfortable. 

We dont only share the same fate. We try to understand each other. 

The food is served all over the table ten minutes later. We try to hog the delicious 
dishes and spoon the ones we don’t enjoy that much onto each other's plates. 

Amid several couples entering the restaurant, we’re conspicuously different. 

"Talay, do you think the thing that will make us dream could be love?" 

There goes the speculator. 

Did he absorb the tendency to be delusional from me by osmosis? 

"You've watched too many dramas." Thinking of each member that returned home, | 
still can’t pinpoint it. "Are you implying the reason Ping and Nan could return to the other 
universe was love?" 

"| don’t know. It could be." 

"You took that from a romance movie." 

"Think about it. Isnt it clearer than any signs indicating we're meant for each 
other?" 


"How?" 

"We like the same things." 

"What are they?" | ask. 

"Right. What are they?" 

He leads me on and leaves me hanging. lm so sick of him. 

Should | laugh? 

Or cry? 

Before | choose the mood to express, he speaks in his low voice. 

"Wes Anderson, Spike Jonze’s Her, Paradox’s Love, the sea. | actually like it, too." 

All emotions whirl in my mind. | stare at his face, his lips calmly pressed together. 


When we meet each other’s eyes, he delivers the message he was going to say earlier. 


"So..." 


"Wanna try to love each other?" 
Right. What | should do the most at this moment is laugh and cry at the same 


time. 
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| once watched a satirical movie, The Lobster, directed by Yorgos. It’s a story about 
the future where people are scared of being single. If you're single, you'll be sent to a hotel 
to find a partner. If you fail to do it in due time, you'll be changed into an animal. 

To avoid the punishment, some pretend to love someone they’re not in love with and 
go back to their normal lives despite the rules and restrictions set by society. The question 
is, if you were in that situation, what would you do? 

Back to my story, which is similar to the situation. 

‘Wanna try to love each other?’ 

Those words still linger in my mind. Love, my ass?! 

| assume the atmosphere and the eighty—percent delusional speculation made Tun 
get carried away. | was flustered at that moment. 

| froze like a wax figure for some time before pulling myself together, then | turned 
down the suggestion and provided him several reasons. 

One, we don’t know if love is the key to unlocking our ability to dream. 

Two, are those signs implying we’re each other’s portkeys even real? We simply like 
the same directors, songs, and the sea. Many can be into all of that. 

And three! Even if it’s the case, can | really fall in love with someone? It’s tougher 
than getting forced to study BA. 

"Tess!" | jump and turn to the voice owner. 

"What?" 

"What are you doing on the balcony? Come in." | sigh and step inside as 
requested. 

Our workplace was abruptly changed to Tun’s apartment in Thonburi. According to 
the meeting last week, many parts of the script must be revised, mostly the over-the-top 
scenes impossible to film. 


They discussed the movie title for a long while but couldn't conclude it. They 
decided to stick with the English title for now. 

Today, the gang is sending the newest version of the script to the producers and 
cheering for Dream to successfully pitch it to Thanin and the board. 

"May the movie succeed and make a billion baht." 

"Isnt that too much?" 

"Five hundred million, then." 

"| hope for a hundred million. If it's more than that, lIl take it as a gift to my working 
life." Au and Up are always like this. This is not the first time they talked about the profit 
when the project hasn't been approved by the board. 

They are upgraded this time. Au places a garland next to his laptop to hold a holy 


ritual. 

"Come, my friends. Let’s hold hands." 

| comply despite my confusion. That’s when my hand feels the warmth of the man 
next to me. 


Nothing changed between Tun and me after that. We see each other and hang out 
as usual as though our recent conversation was just a joke. 

"Close your eyes." Obeying, everyone closes their eyes. "Say it together. Ohmmm, be 
great, be famous, be successful." 

What the hell? 

Despite the overflowing skepticism, | dont disobey. We all mutter the words, 
relatively synchronizing. 

"Ohmmm, be great, be successful." 

"Where’s ‘be famous’? Do over." 

Do we have to take it this seriously? 

"Ohmmm, be great, be famous, be successful." 

"Good job." Everyone opens their eyes and stares at the ritual host, who mumbles 
something to himself for a while. I’m curious if this is their tradition. Do they pray every time 
they send scripts? 

The document, ‘Long———Distance Relationship Screenplay Version 10,’ is attached to 
the email to the producer. 

One click takes our hopes and dreams there together. 

"Sent." 

"Ekkkkkkk!" They scream without a care if the neighbors hear it. 

The exhilaration begins and ends immediately. Preeda and Adisorn excuse 
themselves to get some sleep after pulling multiple all—nighters. They complained about 


how Tun had changed and never accepted any ideas, which led to them arguing all day 
and night. 

Ah...| thought that if a famous actor could be a brilliant scriptwriter, there were two 
possibilities. One, Tun had this hidden talent for scriptwriting. Two, he acted as Pakorn so 
well that the two buddies were convinced. 

But then | discovered that Tun sucked at both. 


"You don’t love your friends." 

"What?" 

"Would you have come had | not pushed you?" 

"Sorry. I’ve been busy." 

The scriptwriting team has turned superstitious, while this group has become 
shamans. They're grumbling and cursing me at the same time. 

| don’t remember the last time | saw these two. Probably after the test. 

The subject they failed isn’t scheduled every day, and they passed many, so they 
didnt need to retake them to collect credits. Subsequently, we barely got to see each 
other. | was also caught up with supporting the Friend Credits team that edited the script 
day and night. In the blink of an eye, nearly a week has passed. 

"| heard you participated in Thanin’s project. Tess, you know both of us want to be 
actors. Why didn’t you ask us to audition? Damn," Fuse groans, trying his best to force his 
tears out. Sympathetically, | put my hand on his shoulder. 

"Here’s the thing, my dear friend." 

"Who’s your dear friend? Take your hand off," he pipes and shakes his body off my 
hand. This is the action of an extremely upset person. 

"They havent cast the actors. Besides, it hasnt been confirmed the project is 
approved." 

"Really?" His manner changes radically. | don’t know how to act now. 

"Yeah." 

"If it’s approved, tell Kita and me about the casting, okay?" 

"Okay. I'll tell you right away." 

"Great. Cheers to the promise." So easy. My friends can be so ridiculous at times. 

The first time we met, they showed me what kinds people they were straight away. 
They aren't people who look for trouble all the time. They also have dreams, kindness, and 
many other good things. 

"Its crowded tonight." 


As expected, where else would these disaster lovers take me to on a weekday? 
They're always up to mischief. Tonight, a rich friend texted us to hang out together. | heard 
his parents flew abroad, so he threw a party for his friends at his house. 

"You're talking like you've never seen it before?" 

The ear-splitting music. The dizzying lights. The large order of various booze. Well, 
I've rarely experienced all of this before. 

Some couples suddenly grab each other's necks and make out before everyone. 
Meanwhile, Fuse gulps down his booze and shows off his atrocious free—style dance on the 
floor, and the others boo him in enjoyment. 

Kita and | are left on the couch, watching our friend make a fool out of himself. 

| dont know what he has been through. However, the sadness in his eyes is 
observable despite the smile on his lips. 

I'm not good at comforting people and don’t dare to ask straightforwardly. Thus, | 
initiate a casual conversation. 

"Kita." 

"Hmm?" he mumbles a response, his eyes locked on the cramped floor. 

"What’s your plan after graduation?" 

"Haha." His laughter arouses my curiosity. 

"You think it’s funny?" 

"Yeah. Why do you care about the future? Just live your life day by day." 

"Don't your parents say anything?" 

"Do parents even care about us?" | failed to notice something odd because of the 
dim light. When Kita points at the bruise on the side of his face, it hits me. "You see?" 

"What happened?" 

"My brother roughed me up the other day, so | kicked him out of his chair. You 
know how it ended? My dad didn’t allow me to step into the house even though | didn’t 
start it." 

"Where are you staying?" 

"Fuse’s place." 

"Things will get better." Though his situation is pretty tough. "You ask for my advice 
when you have problems." 

"Your dad kicks you out regularly. Save the advice for yourself." 

Shit. | forgot we're just the same. 

"Ask your dad to send you to study abroad after graduation. You'll gain experience 
and minimize conflicts with your brother," | suggest. 


"Did you forget? You and | made plans and even begged them on our knees. Look 
at how it turned out." 

"How did it turn out?" 

"Oh, you motherfucker. We were berated. The farther we are, the harder they can 
control us. They'll never let us go," Kita says, tearing up. The emotional scene drags on. 
"Tess, do you remember the first time we met? We were always ready to come to blows. 
But when we learned how similar our lives were, we unbelievably became best friends." 

Will he smack my head if | say | don’t remember? Regardless, lve started to 
understand him a little bit more. 

The image of a lousy, frivolous troublemaker might have stemmed from his family. 
Before he knew it, he was seen as a problematic child. 

Everyone has the desire to be loved, cared for, and accepted as who we are with 
no comparison. 

How much does it hurt when the desire isn’t fulfilled? 

"We once sat down with our arms around each other’s necks, asking ourselves 
repeatedly how we'd come to that point. We found one answer: We're both trash." 

Ouch! That hurts. He stresses the word ‘trash’ too clearly. 

| let Kita laugh to his heart’s content when the phone in my pocket buzzes. 

Oh, god! Damn my life. The name appearing on the screen is the person | didn’t 
expect. Why are you calling me right now, Tunnn? 

"Answer it." My hesitation seemingly annoys the friend with no place to sleep. He 
cuts in like he wants me to do something. In the end, | unavoidably pick up the call. 

[Are you at a party?] He speaks on the other end even before | say anything. 

He has freaking good ears. 

"How do you know?" 

[Someone tagged you on Instaqam.] 

"What? That’s an old photo," | deny. The main reason is this slight restlessness might 
grow stronger if he joins me. This man is a pain in the neck. If the gang dislikes him and 
beats him up, we'll end up sending him to the hospital. 

[Whats that sound? It’s fucking loud. ] 

"We're singing karaoke. The room is small, so it’s unusually loud." 

[Im bored. Can | join you? | want to sing the song of Sornpetch Jedprajunban. ] 
Who the hell is that...? 

"You sure? You don’t know my friends." What | mean is, Tun doesn’t know my 
friends’ ‘personalities.’ 


Okay, Kita and Fuse aren't the problem. For the record, these two know to restrain 
themselves when provoked sometimes. I’m just not sure about the others. 
[| get along well with people.] 
"How stubborn" 
[Can | go?] He softens his voice, making me too ashamed to continue lying. 
"m actually not singing karaoke. I..." 


[Do not lie to me.] Are you my friend or my dad? 

"m partying at a friend's house. Wanna come over? Just so you know, it’s brutal out 
here. You won't survive if you're not tough enough." | hear a laugh from the other end. He 
soon asks me to send the location in delight. 

As I've said, anyone can join the party as long as theyre on the list of folks 
‘approved’ by most people here and the house owner. 

"Who was that?" Ugh! | was caught up in the conversation. Once I’ve hung up, I’m 
startled by Kita’s curious face. Not only does he stare, but he also sticks his face closer to 
me. 

"A friend." 

"Really? You were whispering like a man talking to his lover in front of his wife. You 
have a secret now, huh?" 

"No. What lover? Living tires me enough already. You're overthinking it.” I've found a 
suspicious man, and that’s me. What’s wrong with you, Talay? Why are you all worked up? 
"My friend wants to come over. Is that okay?" 

| change the topic. | don't want to be interrogated like a criminal. 

"Sure." | hope they don’t brawl. 

| wait for the actor’s arrival in anticipation. Thirty minutes later, he appears in all 
blacks. A laid—back scriptwriter is now a charming man. 

"Hey, this is my friend, Tun." The introduction is simple with me as the mediator. Kita, 
who’s been waiting to meet a new friend, and Fuse, panting from all the dancing, are 
confused. | explain further, "He’s the scriptwriter." 

"Wow, nice to meet you. When you write a new movie, use us as references for the 
characters." Their voices are all sweet. 

"Sure." The three get along right away. | clasp Tun’s wrist. 

"Did you want to come here because your mouth was lonely?" 

"| saw your tagged photo and got worried that you’d be in trouble again." How 
should | feel about his worry? 

"’m not a kid." 

"We don’t know if they do drugs here. Take good care of yourself." 


"What a nag. I’ve checked. There’s none." 

"What are you talking about? Can | join youuu?" First was Kita. Now Fuse sticks his 
face close to be in on the conversation. 

"Its nothing." 

"Let’s drink, then." 

All of a sudden, the man who hates giving service pours alcohol for the new guest 
willingly. As if | won't be able to tell Fuse is flattering Tun for a chance to get the main role 
in the movie. Casting isn’t Tun’s job, though. 

"Don’t give him too much booze," | warn, but Tun stops me. 

"l'm not a lightweight. Don’t hold back." 

"Whatever." 

I'm worried. Whenever we drank with the scriptwriting team, Tun always got drunk 
first. | don’t get drunk that easily, but I’m no heavyweight. 

Oddly enough, since | woke up in Tess’s body, no matter how much | drink the 
variety of booze, my eyes never get blurry and | hardly have a hangover in the morning. 

It slowly gets livelier. Some enjoy the vibe, atmosphere, and surrounding 
conversations. But tonight, the three are competing in who can drink more. I’m the only one 
watching them in worry, not joining them. 


"Hey, you're drunk already?" 


As expected, the overconfident guy is totally defeated. 

"Tun," | call, patting his forehead to get him coming to his senses. 

"Um," he moans. The booze—chugging battle is now over. 

The clock strikes two in the morning. Fuse and Kita have planned to crash at this 
place, so | am burdened to take the drunk guy home safely. Think about it. After carrying 
Tun to the car, driving, dragging him to his apartment, and throwing him onto the bed while 
panting, | am bone-—weary like I’m half-dead. 

"Heyyy, I’m beat." Thinking about driving home on the other side of the city, | feel 
like bawling. "Can | stay over?" 

"Ummmmm." 

"I'll take a shower first." Yes! | have a place to sleep tonight. 

I'm always ready. Since my keycard was changed and | had to stay at someone 
else’s place, I’ve learned how to live as a son unloved by his dad by leaving clothes and 
some necessities in the car. If | can’t get into my room, at least lIl have something in 
store. 


And so, | drag my knackered body to collect my necessities in the car and then 
shower for almost an hour. Who would have thought that after taking a refreshing shower 
and opening the door, | would see...? 

"Tun." 

"What?" 

The room owner sits in the middle of the bed, with his jeans taken off, revealing his 
pink cartoon boxers. 

"You sober?" 

"No. I’m not drunk." Given his steady voice, unlike at the party, and his clear, sober 
eyes, lve figured it out. 

"Oh, so you pretended to be drunk all this time just to be taken home?" 

"Yes." 

"You have no shame." 

"Not offended," he says with his chin up in a challenging way. 

"m leaving, then. | was going to sleep here because | was worried about you." 

"Considering that you’ve brought your clothes from your car, you probably never 
planned to go home." He lifts his eyebrow superiorly. Out of excuses, | brazenly talk 
back. 

"| was going to go home. You don’t have to persuade me to keep you company." 

"Who’s persuading you?" 

"All right, I'll stay here since you want me to." 

"Nonsense." 

"Enough. I'll stay over. Just for you." With that, | shamelessly jump onto the bed and 
steal Tun’s only pillow. When | slip my hands under the pillow, to my surprise, | feel 
something. 

"Ooh! Whose is this?" 

A manga with a cutesy cover. 

"Its Pakorn’s," he stutters, trying to snatch it from my hand, but I’m faster. | spin 
around, and that’s it. The hidden treasure has been found. 

"Really?" This isn’t the only one. Many more are stacked under the bed. "You have a 
lot." 

"| was also shocked when | found them." 

"Why are you avoiding my gaze? Are you shy?" Tun is easily read. And one thing | 
know is he can be super shy. 

"Bullshit." 


"ım the hot star's girlfriend." That's the title on the cover. | flip it and see the artist's 
beautiful drawing style. "Whoaaa, the male lead is super cool, a legendary cool guy." 

"He’s the second guy." 

"How do you know?" He drops his sharp eyes awkwardly. 

"| skimmed it. | was curious about Pakorn’s taste in books." He scratches his neck, 
avoids eye contact, and blushes. Not suspicious at all. 

"Who’s hotter, the main guy or the second guy?" | ask. 

"| don’t know. Don’t try to trick me." 

"It's okay to read shoujo mangas." 

People have different preferences. As long as it makes you happy and doesn’t hurt 
anyone, it’s totally okay. 

"lll go take a shower. | feel fucking sticky." Tun neither admits nor denies it. He 
simply gets up and grabs a towel in the closet. My eyes follow every action. 

| can’t help it. Its the clearest view. 

"These are Pakorn’s boxers." 

What's with him...? 

"| havent said anything." The cartoon boxers are cute. Why is he worked up over 


them? 

"Go take a shower." 

"Um." 

| watch his broad back until he’s out of sight before returning my attention to 
myself. 


This is not my first time here, but its my first time staying over. 

Pakorn and Tess are primary school friends. Though Tess’s family is much wealthier, 
Pakorn’s family is pretty well-off. His dad was a famous graphic director, so he had no 
difficulty sending his sons to expensive schools. The turning point was when Tun 
demanded to stand on his own feet after graduation. He’s stopped using his family’s money 
since then. 

Consequently, our actor has to live in the body of a dream chaser. 

| don’t know where Pakorn is or if he will see Tess in the other universe, but | hope 
both of them will be patient despite the exhaustion from all the adjustments. 

"Im turning the light off." 

My thoughts are interrupted by the room owner. Tun took a super quick shower. 
Before | know it, he’s already by the bed with another pillow in his hand. 

"Yeah." 


He switches off the light, and the room is engulfed in darkness. | lie on my back 
and squint at the empty ceiling, slightly illuminated by the city lights outside. 
"Tun, have you ever felt..scared of tomorrow, of something that hasn't happened?" 


I've told myself to stop thinking, but my anxiety gets the better of me again after a 
while. 


"Yeah." 

"How do you cope?" 

"| do nothing." 

His answer sounds resigned and uninterested at the same time. 
"What a not—so—useful piece of advice." 

"You have me." 

"Sweet talker." 


"| mean it. If you're worried, scared, or unhappy about something, just tell me." 


"Okay, | might not be able to help, but | can listen to you venting." 

"Thanks." 

"Go to sleep. Goodnight." 

Tun ends the conversation and turns his back to me, but my heart feels strangely 
warm. 

| dont know if he can listen to me forever. 

Even if there’s no promise or guarantee of his words, it’s enough for someone afraid 
of the future like me. 

"Goodnight..." 

| close my eyes slowly and drown myself in the dark abyss. 

Tun’s words still linger in my head. | can smell his scent and hear our synchronizing 
breath. They don’t annoy me at all. On the contrary, they console my restless heart. 

| can’t believe that since | started living in this universe, this is the first night... 

..l’m not worried about tomorrow. 


"Took you long enough to get up." 

| pretend to be aggravated, though | woke up less than five minutes earlier. 

"What time is it?" Tun sits up on the bed, rubbing his eyes with his right hand like a 
kid. 

"Three in the afternoon." 

"m hungry." 


How old is he? He’s incredibly whiny. Is it because he was pampered when he was 
an actor that made him demanding the moment he was up? 

"Do | have to feed you?" | snarl. I’m his friend, not his manager. 

"No. Let’s eat out." 

"Okay, then." 

Ever since the day we met, what have we done so far? For the record, We ate, ate, 
and ate. We looked for locations and then ate. We checked the references on our phones 
and went there, then we inevitably ate. 

The place that answers our needs is the community mall. There are restaurants, a 
co-—working space, and bookstores nearby. It’s the perfect option to kill time before meeting 


up with the male nurse in the evening. 

After spending time together for quite a while, lve discovered another thing Tun 
likes. He’s a stir—fried—meat—with—basil lover, even more passionate than me. It can be 
minced pork, crispy pork, white pork sausages, chicken, or beef. It can be anything as long 
as basil is added. 

He’s just finished three servings. I’m full just by looking at him. After our stomachs 
are filled, we browse the shops. 

"Why does Dol want to see us?" 

Tun chews on the GNN chicken pops as he walks. It irritates the hell out of me 
because the flavor is stir-fried meat with basil. Why? Was he not allowed to have it in the 
other universe?! 

"| dont know, but | guess it’s important. He wouldnt have called us early in the 
morning, otherwise." 

While staring at the snacks the man beside me is holding, | catch a red wooden 
door from the corner of my eyes. | look up at the sign above and see it’s a bookstore. 

"Can we stop by?" 

"Sure. Just help me finish the chicken." 

"Ughhh, what a burden." 

Ignoring my grumble, he holds out the box of chicken pops to my mouth with no 
shame. Left with no chance to refuse, | have to help the basil man pitiably wolf down the 
chicken pops in front of the store. When we're done, it’s time to shop for books. 

| love the ambience of this place. It’s a small bookstore with a white brick wall. The 
opposite wall is the same cherry red as the door. Moreover, it has this faint unidentifiable 
pleasant smell, but it’s so relaxing that | can stay here all day. 

"Welcome." 


Tun and | ignore the worker’s greeting and walk directly to the sections of our 
interest. 

The section seizing my attention is business as | need to study more for the intense 
subjects. | already have a lot, but it’s not enough for someone with no fundamental 
knowledge like me. 

Once I’ve selected the books for Tess’s future, | look for ones for mine. This place 
owns a large collection of Thai and international titles. At last, a book about colors and 
photobooks about famous directors in the world easily win my heart. 

Shit, I’ve been absorbed in what I’m interested in and forgotten Tun. 

| flick my eyes around, searching for him. Spotting his back on the other side, | 
march towards him without warning. 

"Peek—a—boo~" I’m not a ghost. Why the fuck is he flustered? "What are you hiding 
behind your back?" 

"A home decor book." 

"They put it in the manga section?" The shelves are full of mangas. Besides, Tun is 
standing by the shoujo manga section. 

"Go away," he barks, unable to argue. 

"| told you there’s nothing wrong with your preference. Let me take a look." | hold 
out my hand and wiggle my fingers like a spoiled child. In the end, Tun yields and puts the 
manga in my palm. When | look at the cover, | can tell... "The drawing style is beautiful." 

"You think so?" | lift my eyebrow and grin. 

"What's it about?" 

"About a boy who's curious about everything." 

"You mean the manga or me?" 

"You." 

"Fuck off." He’s a profession of provocation. 

| focus on the book in my hand to divert my attention from his cheekiness. 
Unfortunately, | can’t peek inside as it’s sealed in plastic. | read the description at the back 
and don't understand much because it’s a sequel. 

"This artist draws beautifully. The series contained ten books. This one is the 
eleventh. It’s about a girl capable of picking objects out of her dreams..." Tun, presumably 
noticing my frown and stupid expression, explains. 

"And then what?" | ask in excitement. 

"She collects only small stuff at first, but then she grabs the male protagonist out of 
her dream." That's freaking dope. | want to know more. 


"How come you know the story so well? Does this manga artist exist in our 
universe?" 

"No. | discovered her here and bought all of her books." 

"Respect." He’s been keeping it a secret. Now he’s revealing everything. "Tell me 
more." 

He cracks a smile before filling me in roughly. | understand and get confused by 
some parts, but | try to learn more about his preference. 

"Why are you listening so carefully?" His question surprises me a little. 

"You like it. That’s why | care." 

| hope he knows what he’s into isn’t stupid. 

"You're such a nice guy." 

"Of course." | wiggle my eyebrows. 

"You've started to be like me." 

"Because | make the most of my eyebrows?" He laughs, then he tells me more about 
other mangas. 

We'll soon be broke because were interested in several books. We have to help 


each other carry them with the veins in our necks pulsating. Before we reach the cashier, 
I’m shocked. 


Oh, my goddddddd! 

"Hey, hey." | nudge the man beside me with my elbow to make him look at the 
worker before us. "Is that Man Chawakorn?" 

"Whereeeee?" Tun draws out his voice, squinting at the counter. 

"Oh, right. Why is he here?" 

What a surprise. 

"You sure it’s him?" | ask again. Tun studies him carefully. 

"m sure. | appeared in a show with him. No mistaking it." 

Feeling certain, | rush to the counter to greet him in excitement. Ever since | got 
here, lve never met anyone resembling someone in my universe. 

"H...Hi.". My voice is shaking. He's the famous singer known for his legendary nine- 
level tremolo. When he was in a contest, my mom spent her money voting for him until he 
won with crazily high votes. 

"Good afternoon, sir." 

"Are you Man Chawakorn?" He tips his head, reluctant. "Am | right?" 

"My name is Chawakorn." 

"Its you!" 


"But you’re mistaken. I’m not Man." 


"m Boy." 

Good grief~ Man has become Boy. The names are terribly similar. Ugh... 

| study his appearance carefully while Tun steps up and stands behind me. We're 
both observing him. It may be rude, but we're overtaken by curiosity. Their faces are 
identical. Aside from that, they have nothing in common, including their nicknames and 
jobs. 

"Ah...is there something on my face?" The voice brings me back to reality. 

"No. Nothing." 

The encounter with an identical figure today makes me wonder if there may be 
someone in this universe that looks just like me. He might not be called Talay, into colors, 
or of the same age. 

And it would be weird if | stumbled upon that person. 

"Sir." Besides the worker’s voice that brings me back, Tun pokes me pretty hard. 

"Sorry. I’m checking these out." 

"Do you have a membership card?" 

"No." 

"You'll get a ten percent discount if you apply now. You can apply for free as a 
promotion of our store." Before | reply, the man behind me asks. 

"Do we need the ID card?" 

"No, sir." 

"We'll apply for the membership. With his name." Tun points at me. Boy hands me a 
tablet for registering. 

We both move to the round cherry red wooden table to fill in my personal 
information, but Tun is the one holding a digital pen. I’m confused. 

"Your name is Talay." 

"If you get this wrong, you can resign from being my friend." Tun tauntingly shrugs 
as if he knows me through and through. He puts the tip of the pen on the screen as | read 
the next line. "What about my full name?" 

"You've never told me." Oh, right. I've never properly introduced myself since | met 
him. 

"See? You don’t know." 

"| admit it. Tell me." 

"My name is Rawi." 

It means the sun. It’s funny because my dad loves the sea while my mom loves the 
sunlight. They argued for some time before deciding to compromise. 


"Surname?" 

"Lerdpanya." Tun writes it down deliberately. | swear those jumbles of lines are real 
letters. "Your handwriting sucks." 

"Wanna get hit by a pen?" 

"How brutal. I’m horrified." 

Tun grits his teeth, but his resolution and handwriting are the same. 

"Date of birth?" 

"September 11, 1998." 

"You were born before me." Oh, I’m older than him? That means Tun was born 
around the end of the year. I’ve received more information. 

"What month were you born?" 

"Not telling." 

"| dare you to be this arrogant forever." 

"Occupation." Tun ignores my words. He turns his eyes from the screen to me and 
utters, "A fired colorist." 

"Don’t say that!" 

I'm scared. If my life is a failure when | return to my universe, how broken will my 
little heart be? Wahhh. 

"Address..." My emotional breakdown doesn’t affect him at all. He doesn’t care and 
focuses on filling out the form. The craziest thing is he makes up the information. "A friend’s 
place, with an excuse of exhaustion." 

"Fuck you." 

"Favorite book genre." I’m about to say anything about film, but he shoots, 
"Entertainment and magazines with a cool actor on the covers." 

He even points at his face to add to his words. 

"You're complimenting yourself. How fucking narcissistic." 

"Sure thing." 

He writes down my number, remembering every digit even without the phone. 
Besides his shyness, Tun is attentive. 

Everything is nearly complete. The big hand slides the tablet to me. 

"Sign your name." 

"You can't just ask for my signature." 

"What do | have to do?" 

"Tell me your name." 

"Read my lips." 


| straighten my back and fix my eyes on his lips. Even without his voice, | can 
understand what he tries to say. 

‘Not-telling.’ 

This son of a bitch. Why did he give me hope? 

Since it’s turned out this way, | move my lips without using my voice. 

‘What—e-ver.’ 

"You're sulking." Tun ruffles my hair as if to mess with me. "Try again." 

"Don't mess with me." 

He nods and opens his mouth again. 

‘Rawi.’ 

"Why did you say my name? You wanna fight?" 

"| like it." 

"Read my lips." | think of all kinds of hurtful cusses, but they all disappear when | 
meet his gaze. 

Shit, why is he staring like he’s going to eat me up? 

‘Stop looking.’ 

| lose to his cheekiness in the end. 

"You told me to read your lips. What do you want?" | ignore that soft voice and 
snatch the pen to sign my name in the box. 

This is the first time | am Talay for real. 

"Done." 

"Rawi." 

"What?" 

"Rawi." 


"Why the hell are you calling my name?" 

| don’t get the answer with his voice this time. The perfectly shaped lips of the man 
before me move as a response. 

‘l like your name.’ 

This is also the first time I...enjoy this silly lio—reading game. 

"Woww, it’s been a damn while." 

"Sorry. I’ve been busy." 

Dol is leaning against the wall with his arms crossed. He looks at me for a moment 
before flicking his eyes to the man behind me. 

"You, too. It’s been ages since you showed up." 

"I've been busy because of Talay. He keeps bothering me." 

"You're always throwing the blame," | fume, ready to double—leg kick him. 


"Don’t fight." If Dol doesn’t stop me, Tun will be knocked to the ground for sure. 
Hmph... 

"He's messing with me." 

"You seem close." 

"Who wants to be close to him?" | say and glare at the cheeky guy next to me. 

"Calm down. Hey, I'll get to the point. | called you two over because | wanted to 
introduce you to someone." The male nurse never wastes time. He always cuts to the chase 
when there’s an update. 

"We have a new member?" 

"No. She’s an old member but rarely shows up." That answers my question. 

"Where is she?" 

"She went down to buy water." 

al 

"There she is.' 

We rapidly turn to the previously closed door that has now been opened from the 
outside. 

"Talay." 

"Hmm?" | reply to Tun’s mumble. 

"Why am I feeling familiar with her? Do you feel the same?" 

| look at the woman in front of me. When our eyes meet, | try to pinpoint the first 
impression. 

I've finally found the answer after wasting time thinking. 

"No." 

"Am | the only one feeling she’s special?" 

The long raven hair hanging to the middle of her back, the gentle eyes, and the soft 
smile give off a feeling | can’t describe. 

"Hi." 


The atmosphere feels slightly strange, so | don’t know how to act. The more silent | 
am, the more awkward it gets. 

"We're all finally together. Come here. | want to introduce her to you." Good thing the 
male nurse comes to save the day. He steps between all of us like a mediator of both 
sides. "This is Pang. She’s a lot older than you. Speak to her politely, okay?" 

"Hello." 

Tun and | fold our hands over our chests, and we receive a kind smile in return. 
Damn, my heart melts just by looking at her. 

"Pang, these two are new members. The right one is Talay. The other one is..." He 
pauses. Seeing Tun blinking, signaling something to Dol, arouses my curiosity even 
more. 

"The other one..." The only woman in the room draws her voice. 

"He’s in the body of the man named Tun." 

"Oh, nice to meet you," she greets warmly, dissipating the awkwardness earlier in an 
instant. This is definitely the power of gentleness. 

"What a coincidence that Tun and Pang are both actors." 

"Really?" Tun isn’t even as excited as me. Once Dol has mentioned both of them, | 
start speculating things immediately. 

"Do you know Pang Preeyada?" 

"Pang Preeyada, the superstar?" 

"You're right." | can’t believe it, but she’s literally in the body in front of me. 

That means the extremely busy woman with superb acting skills wasn’t actually her. 
| recently saw her endorsing a new product on the online news. 

She had always been a superstar, but she was super famous in the past two 
years. 


Anyhow, even if she looks nothing like the woman in the other universe, her 
enchanting beauty and aura shine as brightly as ever. 

"What a coincidence. So, you are..." 

Instead of answering, Tun suddenly charges toward the slim figure and pulls her 
hand to the balcony outside, leaving Dol and me in puzzlement. 

"They Know each other?" 

"They’re in the industry. | guess they do." 

"Why is he acting suspiciously?" I’m freaking curious. | thought | would finally learn 
the name of this friend of mine, tired of guessing it. "Can | ask you something?" 

"Uh-huh." 

The thin man sits down on the long couch. | follow him there so we can talk 
comfortably. 

"When Tun first joined the group, he had to fill out the form, didn’t he?" Dol nods. "So 
you know his name?" 

"Why wouldn't 1?" 

Whoa! Lucky me. 

"Can you tell me? He wouldn't tell me his real name." 

"| wish | could, but Tun doesn’t allow me to. He'll tell you when it’s time." 

"Why?" 

"To mess with you, | guess." Damn, l'm sick of this. My life is already a mess. Why is 
he making it harder? 

"Another question. Has Pang been here long? Why did she hardly show up here?" 

"Around three years. | don’t know her reason. But don’t you think it’s strange that 
Pang wanted to come here all of a sudden? When | knew, | called you two right away. 
Maybe it’s not a coincidence." 

"| have the same thought." 

Perhaps it’s destined again. 

She hardly visited the group as if she wasn’t eager to return home, but she turned 
up upon Tun’s arrival. 

Not to mention they’re both actors and close enough to have a private conversation. 
That increases the possibility that they are matched. 

While letting the celebrities talk outside, the male nurse informs me about Pang. The 
change of her career, for example. The famous actress is now an ordinary yoga 
instructor. 

He doesn't know anything else. It’s like Pang wishes to shut out those with the same 
fate. 


"m sorry. | haven't gotten to talk to Talay." 

Both of them come back ten minutes later. | smile in response to her kind words 
and reply politely. 

"I's okay." 

"Have you met anyone likely?" 

"Not yet." | keep speculating, trusting my imagination more than reality. 

The kind woman nods in acknowledgment. She rolls her eyes left and right for a 
moment and realizes something. 

"Can | ask you something? How was | doing in the other universe?" 

The image of Pang Preeyada is vivid in my memory. | assume it’s because she was 
always the center of attention. Everything she did attracted the attention of others. 

"You were super busy. You just endorsed a new high-end product." | try my best to 
think of it. Though she was successful, her life changed considerably. "Um...but your love 
life..." 

"Was | still dating Ben?" 

"No. You were dating..." Should | tell her? I’m afraid it'll be too much for her. 

"Tell me. I'll be fine." 

"You were dating an actor four years younger from the same agency." 

Her face shows no sign of anger or sadness. On the contrary, she breaks into a 
pleased smile. 

Although | don’t understand her action, I’m too tired to find the answer or dig into 
her personal business. 

We converse about our lives briefly before saying goodbye. As | walk on the uneven 
footpath similar to ones in the other universe, my conversation with Dol pop up in my 
head. 

"Ping and Nan started living together and dreamed shortly after," | utter to the man 
beside me. "According to the group’s records, most pairs that returned to the other universe 
had spent a lot of time together." 

No matter what comes out of the time spent together, be it love as Tun delusionally 
believes or friendship, | think its a good thing and wouldn't hurt to try. 

"Yeah. So?" Tun’s voice is indeed excited. Gosh~ 

"| think Pang and you could be matched. Try spending time with her. It might 
increase your chance of getting back home." 

"You're so confident that it’s her." 

"It's a hunch." I’m always like this. Never learned my lesson. 


"Your hunch sucks. You thought it was me when we first met. Now you said it was 
Pang." 

"Don't insult my hunch. My imagination is too advanced for you to comprehend." | 
fucking hate it when he purses his lips as if to say, ‘Oh, yeah?’ If | could turn back time, | 


wouldn't help him eat the stir—fried—meat—with—basil chicken pops. "Tun, be serious." 

"m serious. I’m hungry now. Wanna eat something?" He changes the topic, not even 
meeting my eyes while speaking. 

"Why are you so eager to leave?’ 

"Am 1?" 

"Yeah." 

"You're imagining things." 

"You don’t have to write the script with the team anymore. It’s time to search for 
your portkey." 

Ill also try, with a challenge to get to know Tess’s acquaintances one person a day 
Even if that person studies abroad, I'll do whatever it takes to contact them. 

If turning this world over looking for that person doesn’t work, my plan B is to meet 
up with the same people to make certain. 

"m thinking of doing the part-time jobs Pakorn applied for. VIl meet more people 
that way." | nod in agreement with his idea and don’t forget to add. 

"Don't forget to see Pang. You have her contact." 

"Talay, will you stop thinking for me?’ 

"| mean well, yet you sound so annoyed. Whatever. I'll try my way." | quicken my 
pace in irritation, but the rascal catches up until he’s next to me again. 

"We can help each other. You're free tomorrow. Come to the café." Tun is excellent 
at making people feel better, especially with his gentle voice. 

"Are you lonely?" 

"No. I’m making up with you because you're upset." 

"Who’s upset?" 

"Someone who sulked at me just now?" 

"You're mistaken." 

| hear his laugh near my ear. We keep walking. Our destination is the motorbike 
parked at the community mall. | don’t know why | wanted to walk when the atmosphere 
wasn't all that pleasant. | guess the only good thing was | had someone to walk 
together. 

"If you know you can go back one day, don’t wait for me." The silence is broken. | 
turn my head abruptly to Tun. "Don’t throw away your dream to wait for me." 


"Don’t get emotional. | wont wait for you." Who would be that nice? 

"Great." 

"What if you find your portkey first? Will you wait for me?" | don’t expect anything. I’m 
asking for no specific reason. 

"Look at my mouth carefully, Mr. Talay." 

Fuck, it unsettles me every time | have to read his lips. 

"| know it already. Someone like you wouldn't wait for me." 

"Hey, have you read my lips? Have you?" 

"Get it over with." 

| brace myself to get teased by his usual cusses or cheeky remarks. Unexpectedly, 
when he moves his lips without voicing the words, my mind quickly processes the 
message. 

Tun says... 

ril return home with you. 

Yes... That’s what he said. 

When | have no class, I’m more happy than usual. The first reason is | don’t have to 
deal with Fuse and Kita, who keeps picking fights with others. The other reason is my head 
won't hurt from trying to understand the massive content of the BA subjects that I’m not 
good at. 

That’s why today is a good day. It doesn’t matter which foot | use to step out of my 
room. Only positive things will happen to me. 

"Hi, friend~" 

| start by waving at the famous actor who is currently a temporary barista. | stride to 
the counter bar he’s stationed at. 

"Who’s your fucking friend?" 

| was all fruity lemon color. Now he’s ruined my mood, turning it into wet brown 
sugar. 

"You piece of shit!" 

FWIP! 

Ughhhhh, all customers turn their heads due to the remark. | bow in apology with 
my shameful face before someone punches me. Look at him. Instead of feeling sorry, Tun 
laughs while cleaning the glasses. 

"You asshole." 

"You're here as a customer today. lm a worker. You're not my friend right now." 

"Let’s just stop being friends. So annoying." 


"You'll be lonely. What would you like to order, sir?" | hate it when | go soft because 
of his gentle voice. This time is no different. 

"I'd like to have...one milk tea." 

"Yes, sir. What level of sweetness do you prefer?" 

"Look at me." | point at my face. "For good health, fifty percent of sweetness." He 
laughs, aggravating me again. 

"Why the hell are you laughing?" 

"You're not speaking politely, sir." 

"Oh, I’m sorry." There goes my acting. 

"What a coincidence. | knew Tun worked here, but | never thought I’d see Tess here 
as well." 

During our fiery argument, someone suddenly cuts in. 

| repeatedly blink, studying the woman approaching us. She doesn’t look familiar, no 
matter how | look at her. However, she knows both Tun and me. 

The question is...who is she? 

When | turn my gaze to my almost best friend, he shakes his head to imply that he 
doesn’t know her. 

"| texted you guys but received no response." We hear her speaking again after a 
moment of perplexity. 

Text? How are we supposed to reply when we're not actually Tun and Tess? 

"Sorry. We've been busy, so we weren't active on social media all that much. What's 
the matter?" 

As | try to find my voice, Tun quickly asks her with a deadpan face. This is one of 
his memorable acts. 

"l'm getting married at the end of this month. | want to invite both of you." Tun and | 
exchange awkward glances. Don’t tell me we have to go on an adventure at someone 
else’s wedding again. "No need to bring the money envelopes or gifts. | just want you two 
to be there." 

Her sincere gaze leaves me speechless. Probably noticing it, she quickly adds. 

"Do you remember our primary school yearbook?" 

"Yes...2" | mumble. 

If it's the same primary school yearbook, | found it not long ago. | don’t remember 
every detail, but | can’t forget the photo of Pakorn and Tess wrapping their arms around 
each other's necks among other students standing straight. 

"Yeah. | want everyone to gather and take the exact same photo again. It’s okay if 
you're not available or busy." Has she any idea how glum her face is when speaking? | 


don't have the heart to decline. 

"Can | think about it first?" 

Even so, | need some time to make a decision. 

"Sure. Confirm to me later if you can come before the wedding, okay?" A notification 
sound draws her attention. She reads the message on the phone, then meets my eyes and 
Tun’s. "Um... have to go home now. See you later." 

"Later." 

| watch the slim figure walking away with questions in my head. She's left and we 
don't even know her name... 

Another freaking puzzle. 

"Should we go?" | ask for the barista’s opinion. 

"Not sure. How about finding out her name first?" 

Oh, right. I'm standing here stupidly in the café. 

We've been searching for our portkeys in the same places. The customers here are 
the regulars. I’ve seen the same faces at the university. And it doesn’t work well to meet up 
with people via saved contacts. 

"On second thought, our chances to find our portkeys might be higher if we go to 
the wedding." Though I'm still haunted by the fact that | wore white among the red crowd. "I 
might hit the jackpot and be able to return home the next day." 

"What a wild imagination." 

He puts on a weary face and makes milk tea intently. 

"Will you go?" 

"If I'm free." 

"Rearrange your schedule. I'll go if you go." 

"Deal." That’s easy. We've come to an agreement in a few words. It’s nice being with 
Tun. 

"| was freaking ridiculous the last time | went to a wedding." Tired of speculating 
things, | tell him my embarrassing story to ease the stress. 

"What kind of mischief did you commit?" 

"The theme was red and brown. | wore white, stealing the spotlight from the bride 
and the groom." 

"I'm not surprised." 

"We need to prepare ourselves this time. You must’ve attended numerous weddings 
of your seniors in the industry. Give me some advice. Make me so impressive that | get 
scouted." 

"You'll be impressive if you put a lot of money in the envelope." 


"| mean my appearance." 

"Vl help you." 

"Wanna go to my place today? There are tons of clothes." Thattawa’s walk—in closet 
is epic. 

"Just say you're lonely. You're even inviting me over." 

"Nonsense." 

"Here’s your milk tea." 

"Thanks." I’m parched. 

As soon as the glass of milk tea is served, | gulp it down. 

BLARGH! 

"Fuck, it’s sweet!" 

Instead of going down my throat, the milk tea shoots across the counter. This is fifty 
percent of sweetness? The sweetness on my tongue is out of the universe. 

After rinsing my throat with a pitcher of water, | wait until Tun closes the café. We're 
then headed to Tess’s luxurious apartment, though the wedding will be held at the end of 
the month. 

Maybe | dont want to be lonely. My life has gotten livelier ever since | met Tun. 
That’s why | always make an excuse to see him every day or go out together. 

Who would have thought that, while letting the actor explore the apartment, my 
phone would buzz? And the caller is no one else but the mischievous Kita. 

Apparently, he’s been waiting for me in the lobby for hours in loneliness. Why didn’t 
| notice him when | arrived? | go down there just to be shot with upset words. 

"You didn’t pick up the phone or reply to my texts. Do you know how painful it is to 
wait for someone?" 

"Don’t be dramatic. Why are you here?" 

"’m in trouble. The thing is..." He begins narrating his dramatic story scene by 
scene. 

That explains why he’s here with a huge suitcase. He'll stay over for a while. 
Jeez~ 

Kita once let me crash at his place for a night. Now he’s making me repay him, 
carrying his stuff here with his gloomy face. His dad kicked him out earlier, so he’s 
practically homeless. 

The worst problem is Fuse brought his lover to his place to spend a romantic time 
together. Being considerate, the best friend packed his stuff to stay with me. When | point 
out he can afford a hotel room, he says he feels lonely being alone. 

My life...is a damn freak show. 


"Oh, dearrrrr," the punk cries out as soon as he steps into the room. 

"What's with you?" 

"Aw, you brought a man here." 

"Tun..." Tun, confused, scratches his head on the couch. "You don’t remember 
him?" 

"| do. He’s the scriptwriter." Kita pauses and throws a playful glance at me. "And a 
man you're hooking up with." 

| fucking want to slap his mouth. Hooking up, my ass! 

Ever since | woke up in this body, I’ve never discovered Tess’s sexuality. According 
to the contacts of his exes and lovers, they’re all girls. Pakorn has a crush on him, but | 
doubt Tess is aware of that. I’m not even sure if he'll be able to accept it. 

Thus, | was taken aback when Kita teased me with that unexpected remark. 

"You're sleeping on the balcony tonight." | point outside. 

"You're changing the topic." 

"Bullshit." 

"Awww, our friend is shy. He’s blushing." 

"’m not blushing. Why did you say that?" 

"Not you. There. | mean Tun." 

| turn to the said person and see him blushing. 

"It’s hot," Tun stammers. 

"Oh, | see. It’s hot," Kita teases. | lunge at him and kick his butt before telling him to 
go to the bedroom. 

"Unpack your suitcase." 

"This is fun." 

Though | no longer look at the man on the couch, | cant get rid of these questions 
flooding my mind. One of them is...the AC temperature is eighteen degrees Celsius. 

How is that hot? 

( Rerr — — Rrr — — )/ 

"Hellooooo." 

[Wake up.] My life has never been peaceful since | met that damn actor. Today is 
no different. 

"Annoying," | say and hang up. 

( Rerr — — Rm ==) 

| didn’t expect my phone to vibrate again. | have no choice but to pick it up. Before 
a word escapes my mouth, the man on the other end yammers. 


[Be grateful that | once let you stay over at my place.] 


"Can | be grateful in the next life? | want to sleep." This is weird but true. I’ve never 
felt this lazy. Where has my daily productive life gone? 

When | worked or set my mind to something, | wouldn't sleep until | finished it. | 
would find all sorts of strange ways to keep myself awake. 

Back to the present, I’ve slept for nearly twenty hours as if attempting to break the 
record. 
[Did you forget we'll be meeting up today?] 
"When did we agree to that? Nonsense." 
[We're going to the film set. Don’t you want to be there?] 
"Nooooo." 


[MI pick you up. See you in half an hour.] 

He hangs up. How frustratinggggggg. 

| force myself to get up and find out | can't breathe well because Kita props his leg 
over my body. | have to take it off without waking him up. 

| shouldn't have told Tun to take me to the film set. Fighting against drowsiness is 
torture. 

"What did you do to be so sleepy?" 

Tun arrived at the condo on his motorbike and pointed it out when noticing my 
closed eyes. 

"| listened to Kita’s problems." 

It's been a week, and he vented every day about everything. His love life, school, 
and family affairs. It would’ve been harsh to shut him up, so | listened until morning. Just 
imagine, it repeated every night until my body went weak. | can barely stand steadily. 

"When you experience the atmosphere on set, you'll probably be less drowsy." 

"| hope so." 

When we sent the script, our job was done. We don’t need to go to the film set, but 
sometimes Au and Up visit it in our stead to check on the progress and show support. If 
Pakorn was here, he would definitely go there every day. It’s exciting to witness your 
brilliant idea being brought to life by the performers. Some scenes we created in the room 
are hilarious. Will they turn out well when filmed? It’s all anticipative. 

As for me, who is more of a production guy, and the actor Tun, who regularly 
reminded me that he’s sick of film sets, we never went there. We believed the crew 
wouldn't like us to walk around being a nuisance. If the director hadn't invited us today, we 
wouldn't have shown up. 

"Hello, Chang." 

"Hi, hi." 


We ate before coming here, and we arrived right at noon when the crew was having 
lunch. 

Tun led me around to greet the crew, from the lighting technicians, the cameramen, 
to the makeup artists. He must’ve been used to being on set in the other universe. Finally, 
we greeted the experienced director, who was eating at a table. His face is stern, and his 
long beard only makes him more intimidating. 

But he’s actually very kind. Every time the team discussed the script with him, he 
provided helpful comments. 

"How's filming?" Tun asks. Chang sighs and chews on his food. 

"We have to edit many parts of the script before rolling the camera. I’m about to 
lose it." From what | heard from the other two, the situation isn’t ideal. "Sit down." 

Tun and | agree and settle on the chairs nearby when the director’s phone rings. 

(Rrrr — — Rrr — — )/ 

"Hello, I’m working," he says, chewing. "Paew, let's talk later." 

| don't want to pry, but who is Paew? Why is Chang so moody? 

"Our dog is sick?" 


"Take him to the doctor, then. He won't get treated in time if you wait for me." 

He even raises his voice. | think he’s somewhat confused. 

"Why are you yelling?" 

He’s kicking a big fuss. 

"Paew, calm down. Calm down!" The first person who needs to calm down is you, 
Chang. He looks so ready to fight. | glance around for an inhaler to relieve his anger. "I’m 
busy these days. Don’t pick a fight." 

He hangs up with a vicious face. Such a bold husband. 

"Damn it! Everything is annoying. There are too many problems. My house, my dog, 
my wife." There goes a dramatic epic that will not end easily despite the short prologue. It 
will drag on for a while. 

The problem is, why do Tun and | have to face things like this? Wahhhhh. 

"Not to mention the actors. How are their schedules overlapped? With all other 
events squeezed in, will we be able to wrap up the filming? It’s also cloudy today like it’s 
going to rain. If we have to cancel the filming today, we'll be damned." 

His words must be sacred. A second after he has said that, the rain starts falling as 
if to mock him. Oh, crap. 

"The drizzle isnt a good sign. What do we do?" 

The assistant director runs here in worry with a walkie-talkie. 


"| must've stepped out of the door with the wrong foot. Nothing goes my way today." 
The director shakes his legs, totally forgetting his food. "| have an idea." 

"What is it?" 

"All of you need to cooperate with me..." 

"To do what?" 

"Pray." 

Erm, this film set sure relies on spirituality. 

As we cast our eyes down in despair, Tun stands up and marches to the older 
man. 

"Chang, | once joined a film set in another country." Another country or another 
universe? "There’s a way that works. Wanna try?" 

Since Tun is an actor familiar with the filming process, | expect his advice to help 
the filming continue smoothly. 

"How, Tun?" Chang asks, his eyes sparkling. 

"| can’t tell you, but VIl take care of it." 

"Great. l'Il leave it to you." 


"You can trust me." 

Carrying the crew’s hopes on the shoulders is no different from carrying the world. 
Besides knowing nothing about the solution, | am dragged off to have a private talk with 
Tun. 

"Whats your method?" | ask, expecting it to work. 

"Planting the lemongrass." 

Fuck! It’s a ritual some crew believes in back in my universe. Some crew has no 
interest in it as they trust the weather forecast. I’ve never thought Tun would believe in this 
kind of thing. 

lts a belief that the rain will stop if a female virgin plants the lemongrass. No one 
volunteers to demonstrate it these days. Sex isn’t the point, but no one fancies the idea of 
sharing their personal lives with the whole crew. 

If we have to ask for a woman to execute it, we should give up and find a new 
solution. 

"| won't ask anyone to do it," | strongly object. 

"We won't ask anyone. We can do it together." 

"Huh?" 

"The film set was open-minded about genders. It can be anyone..." 

"Who will do it, then?" 


"You." He passes the buck to me and even puts both his hands on my shoulders 
with hope. 

"You do it." 

"| have to chant." 

"Chant what?" 

"It's a high-level chant. You wouldn't know." 

"No! | won't do it." Never in this life. 

Fifteen minutes later... 

"This place is perfect." 

How did | come to this point? I’m about to plant the lemongrass to stop the rain 
temporarily. | can neither laugh nor cry. All | can do is obey the man next to me, who folds 
his hand over his chest, ready to chant. 

"| won't get thunderstruck, will 1?" My voice starts shaking. It’s risky as we're out in 
an open space. 

"No. Let’s get started." 

The ritual begins with fear in my heart. | can't believe a miracle happens in thirty 
minutes. 

| don’t know what causes it. Tun’s chant, date and time, the location, the planting 
spot, or the lemongrass we fetched. All | know is our effort is freaking wasted. 

Shit! 

The drizzle has turned into a downpour to wash over the world. 

"Fantastic! Fantastic, my guys." Chang almost sheds tears. Everyone carries the 
expensive equipment inside, under the cover. Complaints fill in the air as guilt slowly builds 
up in my heart. 

"Talay, don’t feel guilty." 

"You should feel guilty," | bark. Tun quickly averts his eyes. 

"Thank you so much, Tun." The director walks over and pats his shoulder with a 
crestfallen expression. Tun can only crack a sheepish laugh. 

"Haha." 

"How did you try to stop the rain? I'll avoid it." Tun and | look around awkwardly. We 
will never say it. This disaster is hard to forget. 

"The rain will stop soon. It’s not that hard to control the weather." 

"We'll see." 

| don’t know when it will stop, but | have fun finding out what the crew does while 
waiting for the rain to pass. I’m learning so much. Something fun, something exciting, 
something stressful. All the while, we're waiting... 


An hour, two hours, and three hours have passed... 

Instead of stopping, the rain has grown into a storm blowing away the tent and 
some equipment. The crew runs around chaotically. Tun and | are the only ones standing 
still, showered in the cold rain. 

Fuck, | shouldn't have planted the lemongrass, even though...| am eligible to do 


"Everyone, | have an announcement." The director grabs his walkie-talkie to 
announce something to the soaked crew. 


"Filming canceled!" 

That’s it, our first time visiting the film set. 

Fantastic, as Chang said. 

| don't want to create a troubling episode again, though the world often throws us 
into messy situations. Today, | will erase all the awful images about me and step forward 
with dignity. 

"Whoa, it’s like you popped out of a manga. The dreamy cold guy," | compliment the 
tall, lean figure walking out of the walk-in closet in excitement. The white shirt and light 
brown suit are perfect on him. 

"You, too." Tun looks at me with a smile. Awww. 

"Really? From what manga?" 

"No. From hell." 

"That shitty mouth of yours." The romantic scene | created is ruined. | even 
meticulously chose a beige suit for myself. 

Days passed by quickly. Before | knew it, the wedding day of Busaba, our primary 
school friend, had come. | dug deep into Tess’s chat history to find out her name. Aside 
from that, | roughly researched the backgrounds of other primary school friends of the 
same class. When | see them there, I'll be able to talk to them with some credible 
information. 

Tun had selected his attire last time, and we got dressed together at Tess’s 
apartment today. I'll borrow his fancy car just for this occasion. Once we're ready, | stick 
out my chest haughtily. 

"Come, Mr. Tun. We'll be heading by my car today. Be cute, okay?" Upon hearing 
that, Tun bites his lips smoulderingly. 

"Am | cute and sexy enough?" 

"l'm begging you. Never do that again!" 

| told him to be cute, not make a horrifying face. How annoying. 


Every time we travel by motorbike, Tun is always the rider. It’s my turn to give him 
service by driving him to the destination. 

The dress code of Busaba’s wedding is white, beige, and brown, absolutely the 
colors of my taste. This is my significant chance to redeem myself and regain confidence 
after losing it all at the last wedding. 

"You devil from hellllll." Here we go. | hear the familiar voice as soon as | enter the 
hall. One person calls Tess with that ridiculous remark. "How lucky | am to see you two 
together again." 

The chubby friend walks toward us. Tun seems confused as he’s never met this 
man before. 

"Bow, then. You’ve been blessed today, Pramote." | stress my voice at the name. 
Good thing Tun is sharp. He nods and plays along. 

"Oooooh, you're handsome today. Never thought you'd pull off this look, Tun." 

"Well, yeah." He gets shy again, always scratching his neck when complimented. 
Unable to take it, | lean in and remind him in a whisper. 

"Act like Pakorn, will you?" 

"You're not even acting like Tess." 

"Thats okay. Though this friend still wonders if | smoked something weird, my acting 
is convincing enough." 

"What are you guys whispering about?" Oh, | forgot Pramote is still here. 

"Nothing." 

"Be right back. l'Il go and say hi to the couple of our year." Before | ask, Pramote 
points at two women in dresses of the same color. "See, they want to get married, but 
there’s no law supporting them." 

Huh?! What the actual fuck? 

Our universes are the same. Same-sex marriage hasnt been legalized even in this 
day and age? 

"That's sad." 

"Yeah. There'll be more sad things to come. Bye." 

Pramote walks off. | grab this chance to enjoy the feast and discuss the current 
social issue. Even though some unfamiliar faces come to say hi, Tun and | put on friendly 
masks and converse with them as if we’ve known each other for ages. To our 
disappointment, it seems a fruitless search because no one is likely to be our portkeys. 

Whatever. l'Il keep my worry at bay and focus on the numerous dishes. 

The evening reception is a buffet party. Despite all the tables provided for guests, | 
enjoy walking around adding desserts to my plate while looking for new people. 


"Were you starving, Mr. Talay?" Ugh, as if he’s not eating at all. Why doesn’t he look 
at himself first? He’s still munching his food. 

"m hungry." 

"Want some beer?" 

"Yes." | look at Tun, pause, and continue, "Two glasses." 

"| feel bad for the bride and groom." 

"| put a lot of money in the envelope. Busaba and Thanakorn wont be mad." | 
mention the bride of the day, who smiles brightly next to the groom. They've been friends 
since primary school. | can't believe they decided to get married at the age of twenty- 
three. 

"You can call them by their nicknames. Why the real names?" 

"Have you never watched period dramas? They address each other by real names." 
Tun rolls his eyes. 

"How much did you give them?" 

"Why would | tell you?" 

Not arguing, Tun walks off to the alcohol counter on the other side. When he 
returns, the projector screen presents the footage of the bride and groom. 

The atmosphere is full of sweetness. The pictures from the past until now are 
displayed one by one. Their friends whoop and holler because they're cute, annoying, and 
enviable at the same time. 

"I'd be hard to grade colors for your movie." | don’t know what has gotten into my 
mind to suddenly think of the man beside me. "Hey, when you get married, hire me to 
color-grade your wedding presentation, okay?" 

Tun replies immediately. 

"| haven't even found my wife. How am | supposed to get married?" 

"| told you just in case." 

"Just color-grade my movie." 

"If my skills are recognized one day, I'll color-grade everything for you, be it a 
music video or a series." 

"Wow, | suddenly have connections knowing you." 

| want to respond with some joke but drop it, afraid it'll be lame. Tun finally breaks 
the silence enfolding us shortly after watching the presentation. 

"Is it destiny?" 

He probably means how the groom and bride are primary school friends. Though 
they went to different middle and high schools, they continued dating. Time passed by until 
they graduated, landed stable jobs, and decided to get married. Right, it’s destiny. 


"Yeah. As for us...it’s damntiny." 

"Sounds all right." 

He doesn’t even deny it. How annoying. 

The reception proceeds smoothly step by step until it gets lively again from all the 
chatters. | don’t know what’s happening at first, but when | see the girls flocking in front of 
the stage, | know it’s the highlight of the day. 

"Its time everyone has been waiting for. Are you ready, all friends of the groom and 
bride?" 

"Yesssss~" 

The said highlight isn’t a freestyle dancing contest to show off our hip moves. It’s 
the classic tradition of throwing the bouquet. The single friends quickly gather over there 
while Tun and | watch from afar, sipping beer comfortably. 

"Is our bride ready?" 

Busaba looks shy. She nods and accepts the bouquet of light pink roses from the 
staff. 

"Do you believe it?" Tun turns to ask me. 

"Context, please." 

"That the person who gets the bouquet will get married next." 

"Bullshit." 

Why would he ask someone who isn’t into this kind of thing like me? Of course, my 
answer isn’t romantic as it should be. 

Think about it. How much money do you have to spend to hold a wedding? For the 
preparation, gowns, venue, invitation cards, gifts, cake, food, and photographers. It’s a 
ceremony that will get you broke. Spending your money on your private honeymoon is more 
worth it. 

Yeah, I’m freaking jaded, but individuals’ happiness is different. 

"Counting down. Get ready, girls," the host continues hyping them up. The bride 
turns around, and the girls below squeal. 

"This way! Busaba, this way." 

"Three, two, one. Gooooo." 

lts such a merry sight. The guests are all laughing. However, the bride, seemingly 
too excited, hurls the object in her hands. The situation is in slow motion. | gape, 
astonished by the bouquet flying over the bridesmaids. 

What do | do? It’s about to hit my face!!! 

My hands are full, holding glasses of beer. | shouldn’t have been greedy. 


In the rapid moment, | think I'll just headbutt it like a ball, but my action contradicts 
my thought. | lower my head and close my eyes, bracing myself for the hit. 

FWIP! 

Shit, did it hit my face? My body isn’t hurt anywhere, though. Wondering why, | 
slowly open my eyes just to find out that the bouquet is in the hands of the man beside 


me. 

Everyone looks at us with cold, malicious eyes. Shit, we’ve accidentally pissed off 
the guests. 

"Wanna do over?" Tun, noticing everything, shouts to the bride on the stage. 

"Its okay." 

With that, the bridesmaids retreat to their spots, leaving Tun and me standing in a 
daze. 


"Did you see those angry eyes? If | were you, | would let it drop on the floor," | 
whisper, my voice getting softer and softer. 

"It would’ve hit your face before falling. You’re so ungrateful." 

"Sheesh." 

"Take it." He hands me the bouquet. 

"Why?" 

"Look at my room. It’s so messy that there’s no space for this." 

"You got it. Keep it." 

"Keep it for me, then." 

My hands are visibly full, yet he stubbornly shoves the bouquet in my arm. Can 
someone like Talay oppose it? No. 

"We'll take photos now, starting with primary school friends, high school friends, and 
then college friends. Now, lets take a photo of primary school friends." Here's another fun 
activity after the bouquet battle. 

One of the top surprises is that besides being best friends in primary school, 
Busaba and Thanakorn stand next to each other in the yearbook. 

Life seems to be designed by fate sometimes. | mean, it’s unbelievable enough that 
| drowned and woke up in Tess’s body. 

| set down the beer glasses and walk to the photo spot as other friends come and 
chat with me. We start positioning ourselves to match the photo in the yearbook. Of course, 
the person at the edge is always me. But, this time, someone is by my side. 

"Don’t we wrap our arms around each other in the photo?" When Tun says that, the 
old photo pops up in my head. The problem is... 

"It’s not us. It’s Pakorn and Tess." 


"Come on. We need to be convincing in someone else’s bodies." 
"Look at the camera, please." 

The photographer signals to us. 

"Ready? One, two, three." 

CLICK! 

As we're photographed, | find Tun’s arm on my shoulder. 


"How's the wedding?" 

"Exhausting." 

I've dragged my weary body back to the apartment, with my ‘sometimes’ best friend 
waiting on the couch. 

"Really?" Kita throws a playful gaze at me. "How romantic. Who gave you these 
roses?" 

"None of your business." 

"Awww, | can’t believe how much you've changed, Tess." 

"m still the same." 

"You've never kept anyone's bouquets before. You'd leave them in the backseat. 
Look at you now." 

| think what Tess and | have in common is we have no interest in love. 

| haven't fallen in love for a while. Tess doesn’t know how to love. It’s not that much 
of a difference... 

"lll leave it here." | put the bouquet on the kitchen island and make an excuse, "The 
car is messy. No room for it." 

"Okay. I'll throw it away tomorrow." 

"No need to. I'll take care of it." 

"The roses will wilt soon enough." 

"Just leave it." 

"You care about the person who gave it to you?" 

"Fucking nonsense. I'll take a shower." 

| stride into the bedroom after that. 

| also wonder why my indifference is gradually decreasing. 

I'S past one in the morning, but | can’t sleep. Kita, on the other hand, snores 
thunderously. Feeling sure he won't wake up, | tiptoe out of the bedroom... 

..to put the flowers into a vase... 
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COBALT BLUE 


Who doesn’t work on Sunday? The Friend Credits fellows definitely do. After a short 
break, we are assigned to write a script for a new movie and develop a promotional plan 
for the current one with the aim to make it go viral. 

After hours of brainstorming, we split up. 

"Hey, I’ve received the photo from Busaba’s wedding." 

Exhaustion is instantly replaced by excitement. | stick my face close to Tun right 
away. 

"Whereeeee? Why didn’t Busaba text me?" 

"Maybe she’s mad because you ate too much at the reception." This punk... 

| wasn’t the only one devouring the feast. Who would be shamed alone? I'l strike 
back hard. 

"She doesn’t mind you snatching the bouquet from the bridesmaids? So annoying." 
Tun shrugs, unbothered. As it’s a waste of time arguing, | return to the point. "So? Send me 
the picture." 

"Wait a sec. So impatient." 

He takes out his phone and scrolls down the screen for a while, then | get a 
notification. Though the photo in the yearbook belongs to Tess’s memory, it can’t be denied 
that the reunion with the old friends that day belongs to mine. 

TA-DAH!! 

I'm thinking of some witty quote and cool caption to gain likes when | see the 
incomplete photo cropped by someone, showing only Tun and me smiling at the camera. 

Whose wedding is it? 

"Where are the groom and bride? Where’s the photo of primary school friends?" | 
turn my eyes away from the screen and try to squeeze the answer out of him. 

"This is what Busaba sent me." 


"Liar. I'll text her." I’m about to text the newly bride but am halted by the 
troublemaker. 

"Aight, aight, I'll send it to you." 

"Now!" 

Around thirty seconds later, | get the photo | want. 

Dozens of friends stand in line in the frame. When you look at it, no one stands out 
except the groom and bride in the middle. Anyhow, it’s humans’ nature to focus on 
themselves first. The same goes for me. A moment after looking at the couple, | turn my 
eyes to where Tun and | stand. 

| zoom in with my right fingers and go back to the previous photo | saved earlier. 

| imagined how the photo would turn out and guessed my expression when the 
photographer took it. Now that I’m seeing it for myself, | discover the happy smile actually 
happened at that time. 

.. It happened unconsciously. 

"Talay." 

"What?" 

"That day, you were handsome..." Tun’s words make me nervous. He's suddenly 
complimenting me. | don’t know how to respond. 

"R...Really?" 

"No. I’m saying you were handsome but not nearly as much as me that day." 

Why didn’t | see it coming that he was going to mess with me? Damn it! 

"Fuck you." 

"You told me off, but why are you looking at the photo | cropped?" 

"m trying to see if they touched it up well. Not your business." 

"Okay. Where do we go now? We're not going home, right?" 

This question is perfect for someone obligated to complete multiple tasks. After a 
meeting, others usually go home to rest or enjoy their leisure activities to refill their energy 
for tomorrow. As for me...that’s not the case. 

I'm not hard-working. | just can’t rest. 

"Yeah. Gotta be super productive." 

"What?" Tun asks, tilting his head. 

"| need to find a place to study. The final exam is around the fucking corner." | 
despise the exam period, especially when the subject isn’t what I'm into. 

How long has it been since | polished my skills as a colorist or watched as many 


movies as | wanted to expand my imagination? | have to carry on with someone else’s 


business. The more | think about it, the sadder | get. | feel dispirited every day. My heart is 
bruised. 

"Seriously, did you get any sleep? Your eye circles are fucking dark." Tun touches 
my face. | brush his hand off, not familiar with this kind of action, before spinning around to 
put my stuff in a tote bag in weariness. 

"You'd better ask when the last time | slept was. The lessons are heavy. lm so 
stressed that the veins in my temples pulsate." 

"You need help?" 

"Will you tutor me?" 

"No. I'll help you relax." 

"I'm not going to the massage parlor," | growl. 

Last time, Tun gave me a new experience by making me try a classic Thai 
massage. | wondered how tough it could be. As it turned out, | groaned in pain for two 
hours due to the skillful hands of the masseuse. 

"Did | say I’d take you there? Do you trust me?" 

"You're the worst." He’s fucking cheeky. His ideas are all ridiculous. 

"Ill be great this time, | swear." 

| don’t have many choices. Since | have to study hard later, | might as well spare 
some time to be messed with by this friend. 

"Okay. Where do we go?" 

| Know the answer thirty minutes later. This is the first time I’ve visited this place, 
and it’s incredibly impressive. 

"This is freaking nice. How did you find it?" 

"Pakorn took lots of photos of this place. Thought it was beautiful, so | took you 
here." 

This man is indeed a location searcher. Not Pakorn. | mean Tun. His nosiness leads 
him to somewhere extraordinary. He’s just taken me to chill at a café by the river. Though 
its a small café on a three-story commercial building, the rooftop is open for the 
customers to enjoy their drinks and the river view. 

The background is also excellent, with towering buildings as props, perfect for those 
who love photographing. 

| planned to smack him if he took me to a weird place. Now | want to bow to his 
lap for showing me something good during bad times. 

"This is the benefit of being nosy, huh?" | say, eyeing the man next to me. 

"Cant help it. | use his phone every day. I’m bound to see everything despite 
myself. Have you never checked Tess’s gallery?" 


"| get it. Why do you have to explain yourself this much?" 

"Hey!" 

"Hey!" 

We walk to the high stools at the counter bar and order a few drinks and desserts, 
then we watch the sun slowly sinking below the horizon. 

"Have you seen Pang?" Chewing the dessert, Tun can't speak. He shakes his head 
instead. "Find time to see her. Give it a try." 

He chews faster this time and swallows the dessert. He must really want to reply. 

"FII see her when I’m free." Erm, | thought it would be something interesting. 

He’s been free all this time yet kept making excuses. l'Il change the topic, then. 

"The sky during the sunset is beautiful." How is it? Is it smooth? 

"Yeah." I’m trying to be sentimental, but here’s what | receive: his emotionless 
face. 

"You know, before | drowned and woke up here, the sky was as beautiful as 
today." 

The difference was the weather. Looking back, | was overwhelmed with a wave of 
emotions. | was over the moon and hopeful about my dream future, but then | got 
distressed and hopeless before going unconscious. 

"You're being emotional again." Yeaaaaah, and you're always ruining the mood. 

"| just wanted to tell you. Damn you..." | raise my hand to hit him, but he, faster, lifts 
the plate of cake over his face. His action is both amusing and adorable. 

"| don’t want you to be sad. Don’t be violent." 

"Did | hit you? Don’t be paranoid." 

"What a coward. Ugh." 

"| want to smack you because you keep provoking me like this." 

"You like the sky?" | thought | was smooth, but Tun, being as Tun as ever, is just as 
good at changing the topic to save himself. 

"| like the colors. Well, | like everything with colors." The colors in movies, nature, 
everything around me. "You know what?" 

"| know." 

"Not yet! | haven't fucking said anything." 

"lve answered you. Don’t want to listen," Tun says those damn irritating words and 
even wiggles his right eyebrow teasingly. 

"Do you have a heart?" 

"Aw, go on. | want to listen now." | stay silent, starting a war of nerves with him. "Are 
you upset?" 


"The thing is..." 

"You stopped being upset quickly." 

"What do you want?" Did he take me here to relax or to have a headache? 

"lll listen." 

"Okay." | straighten my back and put on a serious face, like a professor about to 
explain the lesson on the projector screen to the students. "Colors have meaning. They 
signify moods, emotions, and even personalities." 

"Just like how the art and production design teams play a big role in narrating the 
story?" Tun says, resting his chin in his hand. He cracks a big smile, like a kid wanting his 
cleverness to be praised. 

"Right. There are various ways to systematize colors. Each country has its own color 
system. Not to mention the colors of nature. Their names are super cute, snow-—white, 
sweet-—scented violet, or primrose yellow." 

"Yeah, so cute." 

Besides that big smile, he stares at me without blinking. Honestly, | don’t know how 
to respond. 

"Why are you looking at me?" 

"m talking to you. Should | look at the owner?" This motherfucker... 

"Do you know Pantone?" | ask. 

"Yes, but | don’t Know what it is. | know it’s about colors." 

"Pantone is a company providing color standards. Their color systems are widely 
popular. Each color has a name or code to be unmistakable and reduce discoloring when 
used." Tun nods along. I’m not sure if he understands or does it unconsciously. 
Nonetheless, | can never stop talking about this. | continue to explain, "Pantone sometimes 
affects fashion trends. When it announces the color of the year, numerous brands use that 
color more than usual." 

"That explains why the stylists always dressed me in the same colors." 

"Same here. | wore blue almost every other day last year," | share my memory. 

"Have you ever worn bright colors?" 

"| have. You've never seen it." At least my underwear is colorful. 

"About colors representing personalities, have you ever...defined someone with 
colors?" 

"Yes. Personally, | think Up’s character is mimosa yellow. Au is ultraviolet. Pakorn is 
serenity blue." 

"What about me?" 


Tun cuts in before | clarify the meanings of those three’s colors. 


"What?" 

"My color in your point of view." 

His serious face is pretty entertaining. Many colors can represent his strong 
personality, but | want to play hard to get. Who told him to refuse to tell me his real name? 
It’s time to get back at him. 

"| don’t know." 

"What?" 

He looks disappointed, and that expression makes me...exhilarated! 

"We havent known each other long enough. I'll tell you when we are closer." 

"We've known each other for months. We're not close yet?" 

"| don’t even know your name. How can we be close?" It’s unfair. While he knows 
nearly everything about me, | know nothing about him. | doubt there’s a reason he needs to 
keep it a secret unless... "Seriously, have we met before?" 

"No. Why would | have met you?" 

"Fuck off." 

| planned to observe Tun’s suspicious behaviors, but there were none. Furthermore, | 
trust my hunch that we’ve never known each other before. And if he’s a famous actor as 
claimed, the only way | have seen him would have been in his movie. That doesn’t mean 
we knew each other, nonetheless. 

"Talay, when | tell you my name one day, can you tell me my color from your point 
of view? With a color system more special than anyone?" 

"You're greedy." 

"What should we name it?" Tun blabbers on, not listening to me. 

"Stupid." 

"Rawi." He turns his sharp face to me and stares into my eyes. 


"What about Rawi’s Palette?" 

"Rawi’s Palette?" 

"Yeah. Your own system. You systematize the colors yourself." 

It sounds great. I’ve never thought someone would name a color system with my 
name. Of course, its not a universal standard or formed for general people. It’s a color 
system | create for significant people in my life. 

I'm getting ahead of myself. 

"Your imagination is wild. lIl study now, or else | won't have time." 

| change the topic by taking a book out of the tote bag and reading it silently as 
the sun disappears on the horizon. Fortunately, the café turns on the light. 


Tun says nothing more and sits here with me for around an hour. Instead of feeling 
uncomfortable, | feel so at ease that | can’t help thinking this is what | want. Not the place. 
Not the ambiance. Not the delicious food and drinks. 

It'S Someone. 

And, apparently, that someone is the man next to me... 

After studying with all my might, the tough week has finally passed. I’ve gotten 
through the strenuous exam. 

"Fuse, Kita, we’ve graduated!" 

| run out of the exam room and attack the two standing outside with my hug while 
hopping to my heart’s content. Even if the results aren't out yet, | know I'll pass all the 
subjects on the exam. | might not get a good grade, but at least lIl graduate. 

"Yeah! My dad is kind. He said | can go home if | pass the exam." 

"Cool! Congratulations, buddyyyyy." 

"Thanks, bro." 

"Congratulations, Fuse." 

"| love you, man. Hic." 

All of us three hug and hop in happiness in front of the exam room for a while, then 
our joyful voices fade due to Kita’s glum expression. It’s like he just remembered 
something. 

"Tess, | think you’ve forgotten something." 

"What?" | ask, suddenly feeling nervous. | hope it’s not bad news. 

"The two of us will graduate if we pass the exam." Kita pats my shoulder once, 
twice. The third time is from Fuse, whose face goes pale. "But in your case...You gotta 
brace yourself." 

"Tell me now. Don’t beat around the bush." 

"You won't graduate." 

THUD!!! 

My knees buckle. | flop on the floor. 

"Why?" My voice is barely audible. Even so, | glance up at my friends with hope. Did 
| mishear it? Is this a dream? 

Kita kneels down and holds my gaze in sympathy. 

"You didn’t enroll a subject out of laziness, so you had to enroll in it next semester. 
Did you forget that?" 

What?! 


"Congratulations, dude. One more semester for you." 


No. No way. Nooooooooo. 

(Rrrr — — Rrr — — )/ 

As I’m weighing whether to cry or do something else, | get interrupted by the 
vibration of my phone. The caller is the actor in the disguise of a scriptwriter who knows 
my schedule well. 

"Wahhhhh." | pick up and cry right away to seize his attention. 

[Youre so happy that you're crying? Congratulations on your last exam. Lets 
celebrate. | 

Fuck! It hurts when he mentions celebrating. 

"Congratulations, my ass. | haven't graduated. I’m short of a credit." 

[Oh, | was going to treat you to a meal at a place near my apartment. We have to 
go somewhere else now.] 

"Where?" 

My voicer quivers. | expect to be comforted, like when he took me to the rooftop 
café that time. 

But... 

[A shrine. We'll pray you survive the next semester. ] 

| expected it from the wrong person! 

Tess, Kita, Fuse, and the latest, Tun. I'll hate all of youuuuu. 

Friendly Movie 

Check out ‘Long-——Distance Relationship, a movie about love with a mysterious 
obstacle that will test the relationship. 

"Ooh, Khai and Third promoted our movie." 

Au and Up’s excitement alleviates the stressful atmosphere. 

Who would have thought a famous movie review page would promote our movie? 
More importantly, they’re the people who produced the film these punks idolize. Besides 
running a review page, they made a movie that once won an international award. 

"Did they get paid to promote it?" 

Their immense joy is ruined by this human being hitting them with the truth. 

"Shut up, Tun. | believe they want to watch our movie for real. What do you think, 
Tess?" I’m always flustered when they put me on the spot. 

"| agree with you, Up." 

"Smart answer." 

"| hope it gets famous and makes a lot of money," | continue flattering them my best 
to see their proud faces. 


"Am en~" 


Playing along, they accept my blessing with passion. 

A short while after the final exam, the results were released. We all passed, as 
expected. However, I’m the only one that has to enroll in another subject next semester. 

With this good news, Fuse was gifted a brand new luxurious car while Kita wheeled 
his suitcase back home with dignity. The ungrateful child became the family’s temporary 
pride. 

As for me, my relationship with everyone in the family relatively improved. The father 
hardly nagged now that he learned his son volunteered to assist the scriptwriting team. 
Meanwhile, the mother spoiled me by taking me to her clinic to get facial treatments for 
relaxation. Before | knew it, | grew to enjoy visiting the mother’s clinic regularly. 

As for Friend Credits, they were assigned a new task. A while after the filming was 
wrapped up, all files were forwarded for the post-production phase. Once everything was 
completed, it was time to promote the movie. 

The production house provided millions as the marketing budget. Regardless, these 
punks volunteered to help despite the low number of their followers on social media. 

"All righttt, let me see your homework, the promotional photos to post on Instaqam." 
After feeling glad about the review of Friendly Movie, we share the artwork we’ve worked on 
for some time. 

"Me first." Au slaps his chest enthusiastically and spins his laptop to us proudly. "I’ve 
worked on this for a whole week. Ta—dah" 

Ah...his editing skills are worse than a beginner’s. The male lead’s face juts out, and 
the female lead’s face is on the tree. Since it’s a movie with popular actors, many use this 
point to promote it. 

But now that I’m looking at my friend's promotional photo, | wish | could turn back 
time to a week ago and tell him to stick to the official poster. 

I'm speechless. 

"Don’t show off your lousy skills. Look at mine." Now it’s Up’s turn. He went creative 
with his stop—motion animation. It has nothing to do with the movie except for the title. 

"Good job, dude. Good job." 

| can’t find any other words, so | lie. 

"And mine..." 

Tun’s shyness arouses our curiosity to see his artwork. We stick our faces closer 
and witness the impressive poster on the phone screen. 

"Tun, you asshole." Au is the first to tell him off. "Don’t you love your friends? We 
wrote the script together, yet you only presented your face, you son of a bitch." 

"You gave me the freedom to design." 


He’s the best at silly things, especially his promotional poster. He displays his face 
and the movie title, probably thinking he’s a magazine model. 

"Enough of that. What about yours, Tess? Show us." 

Au shoots Tun down and turns his attention to me as if I’m their only hope. 

"| don’t know if you'll like it. The tone matched my personal Instaqam, so | chose 
this style." 

"Wowwwww, | wanna scream. Soooo pwetty." 

With my passion and obsession with colors, when | got a chance, | did my best to 
design the promotional poster for days. Now that I’m seeing my friends’ excited faces, | feel 
encouraged. 

"What's pwetty?" 

"Pretty," Up corrects. 

"Thanks. I'll make it for you guys as well." 

"How excitinggggg." | freaking hate Tun. He's obviously pretending. "By the way, your 
Instaqam is weird. You used to post flashy photos of you going clubbing. But now, you've 
changed the mood into the eco-friendly man carrying a tote bag. It’s like you’re a different 
person." 

You bastarddddd. Aside from his cheekiness, he sure knows how to mess things up. 
The guys never asked about it. What the hell does he want? 

"ım following the worldwide trend. Why are you making a fuss?" | secretly flip him 
off, but he looks as unbothered as ever. 

Good thing | got asked similar questions by the brother, Kita, and Fuse, so | had my 
answer ready. 

After the meeting, we return to our regular spots. Tun, however, sits in the same 
place with a gloomy face. | guess he’s getting into the character. 

"You look sad." He didn’t look this miserable when he messed with me. 

"Why dont they like my idea? Pakorn is artistically handsome." 

"It's okay. | like it." 

"lll send it to you, then. Use it to promote the movie." 

"The poster with your face?" | ask reluctantly, my heart drumming. Doesn't he know | 
said that to comfort him and to stop his emotional acting? 

"Yeah. You can set it as your lock screen." 

I'm going to go crazy. 

"Are you my friend or lover? You're being clingy." 

"Up to you..." Ah! He circles his finger on the floor in shyness. He takes every little 
thing seriously. 


"Who would set your face as a lock screen? In your dream." 

"If you don't like this set, lII take new photos. | can be more handsome." 

Jeez~ If you put yourself in his shoes, you'll find he’s as pitiful as | am. He used to 
shine under the spotlight and be on the movie posters and magazine covers, but he was 
now robbed of that chance. And when he presented his idea, his friends didn’t fancy it. It’s 
freaking sad. 

"When we return to our universe, we'll be happier, wont we? We'll be able to do 
whatever we want and be who we are that everyone knows." 

Tun gazes up and gives me a meek smile. 

"| guess so." 

"How about this? I'll help you." 

"How?" 

"I'll set a date for you to see Pang." 

"Do you want my help?" Ignoring my words, he offers to help me instead. Of course, 
someone like Talay is interested. | lean closer and try to listen carefully in anticipation. 

"How will you do that?" 

"We'll go..." 

"To where?" 

"Your house." 

That's it. Once I’ve heard that, | turn away from him immediately. 

Why would we go there to get chastised by Tess’s dad?! 

I'm not sure when my goal in this universe began to change. | started to feel like | 
wasn't searching for my portkey as actively as before. My time was spent on other missions 
each day. 

The mission to be handsome, cool, and useful to gain points from Tess’s family. 

The mission to be patient as studying at the university, though | should have 
graduated like the other two. 

The mission to support the film production, though | was simply a friend of the 
scriptwriting team. Still, | felt proud as if I’d worked on it from the beginning to the end. 

And the missions | spent time on have been completed one by one... 

"So handsome." 

| am complimented as soon as | step out of the walk-in closet on a dark shirt. I’m 
not in a tuxedo to walk on the red carpet, but this is the neatest look of mine. 

"| have to respect the movie." | roll up my sleeves a little and apply Tess’s perfume. 


Ugh, it’s so strong that | can taste the bitterness in my throat. 


The premiere of Long Distance Relationship is held today and will be out officially at 
the end of the year. Since it’s a long holiday, many teams hope we will gain a considerable 
profit during that time. 

Moreover, with a big production house owned by Tess’s father as a producer and 
distributor, an experienced director like Chang, legendary actors, passionate scriptwriters, 
and a premiere at the big theatre, it grasps the media’s attention. How can | not be 
excited? 

"Compliment me." Tun fixes his collar and puts his chin up, waiting for my 
compliment. 

| fucking hate him, yet | can’t deny that it’s adorable. 

"You're acting like a kid." 

"Come onnnnn." 

He even got his hair cut yesterday. | admit it suits his face perfectly. 

"You're super handsome, too. This hairstyle is on fleek." 


"Do people still say ‘on fleek’?" 

"Can you overlook it for once?" He’s always pissing me off. 

"Okayyy. We’ve complimented each other. Let’s take a photo." 

"Why? We need to catch up with Au and Up now. Come on, we'll be late." Not 
wasting time, | grab his arm and run out of the apartment. 

We arrived early, fortunately. Even so, the area in front of the theatre is crowded 
with reporters, the fans of the actors, the familiar production staff, and most importantly, Dol, 
Pang, and Jubjang, the admin of the Association of Thai People in Different Universe. How 
lovely of them to bring a bouquet to congratulate us. 

Jubjang is the most excited. She posted updates about the movie every day. Some 
were excited for us, but many got so sick of it that they wished they could return home. 
How lively. 

The premiere plan today is simple. The actors and staff remain at the backdrop for 
a moment before being interviewed on the stage. When it’s all done, it’s showtime. 

My friends and | settle on our seats. As the screen is still dark, | grab this chance 
to talk to Tun. 

"Tell me your feeling." 

"|..attended premieres countless times, but this time is different. It’s my first time 
feeling proud as one of the production team, though | didn’t do much." 

His eyes sparkle like he really means it. 

"You did help, Tun. A lot." 

"Why are you so nice?" 


"Of course, | am." | accept the compliment proudly. As for Au and up, they’re 
already crying. Why are they so emotional? They’re even reciting their signature chant. 

"Ohmmm, be great, be famous, be successful." 

"It’s started," someone blurts out in excitement. The dark screen becomes colorful 
with a thunderous round of applause to mark the beginning. 

My heart races at the first scene, and it beats faster until the ending. 

| cant believe two hours passed this quickly... 

Silence falls upon the theatre for a long while. From the start of the end credits to 
the last sponsor shown on the screen, actually. After that, everyone leaves one by one with 
mixed reactions. 

I'm not sure about the general opinion. But, a few hours after we go home, the 
reviews of Long Distance Relationship are already out on social media. 

A few days later, we received bad news about the showtimes. 

The showtimes of the movie we poured our heart into and had high hope for have 
been reduced. | doubt it will still be in the theatre next week. The reviews aren't that bad, 
but this... 

‘Not memorable.’ 

This is enough to crush the creators’ hearts into pieces. 

I's been hectic for a lot of us lately. Thanin is busy dealing with the movie 
streaming rights, though it wasn’t planned to be this quickly. The scriptwriting team is 
depressed, so we drink together at Pong’s bar in the early evening. 

"Is this a gathering? Congratulations on the movie release, my dear bros." | guess 
Pong didnt read the reviews, given that he wraps his arms around us with a cheery 
face. 

"Take your seats." It’s funny that no one denies it. We follow the owner to the table. "l 
have something to show you." 

"What is it?" | ask softly. The others are weary and seem like they're about to cry. 

"Your voice sounds like you're possessed. Well, | bought a new light. It’s unarguably 
gorgeous." 

"Again?" 

Pong is definitely a light buyer. One time, it was neon orange, and then yellow. He 
changed the mysterious bar to a temple fair. 

"It's my only happiness. Just wait and see. | guarantee you'll love it." 

The four of us nod like ghosts. It excites Pong even more. He runs to the storeroom 
before the new light he’s proud of is turned on in a minute. 

CLICK! 


Here we go. The light is dark blue as if Pong could predict our fate. 

"Wahhhhh." The atmosphere is perfect, and it drives a sensitive person like Au to 
burst out crying first. 

There are usually not many customers at Pong’s bar, so he’s not embarrassed to 
bawl. The light owner returns to our table with a different expression. 

"Did something sad happen?" Pong asks. This time, Tun is the one explaining. 

"The reviews and the weekly profit of our movie are terrible." 

Pong goes silent, then he speaks. 

"| get it. This is life." 

Pong leaves quietly to bring various kinds of alcohol to serve us. He even comforts 
us by changing the background music to an awfully depressing song. Our hearts hurt even 
moreeeee. 

Is he rubbing salt into our wounds? He’s really cheeky, not thinking if we would 
shed tears. 

As the mood fits perfectly, no one protests. We chug down booze nonstop from 
seven to midnight. We're seriously going to be broke. 

Look! No one collapses even after drinking this much. 

"Enough, enough, enough. Im closing. I’ve called a taxi for you guys." Pong stops 
everything. He turns off the beautiful light and the sad songs and stops serving any more 
drinks. 

"How much is it?" | ask, reaching for my wallet. 

"It's okay. My treat." 

Wait! We're all suddenly sober. 

"But your business isn’t doing well. We can’t let you treat us..." Tun objects. Au and 
Up chime in. 

"Right. You can’t do that." 

"It's okay. | don’t have customers today, but | do other days." 


"You guys are sad. When can | comfort you if not now?" 

| thought | was strong all this time. Since we started drinking, | didn’t cry at all. Only 
my chest is filled with sadness and sympathy. 

But after hearing the words of the man before me, | suddenly tear up. 

Werre a failure. He’s not doing well. 

No one watches our movie. No one comes to his bar. 

Our hope is crushed. His time and money are wasted. 


However, as we're in trouble and despair, | realize... 


Our relationship is remarkably precious. 

"Come one. It’s about to start." 

"Wow, there are lots of people. Sorry, be careful of your feet," Up says while bending 
down all the way to our seats in the middle. 

Is he talking to ghosts? He’s acting like the theatre is packed when the reality is 
much more painful. 

There’s no one else. 

This is the last showtime of the movie we poured our hearts and souls into. 
According to the tradition of Friend Credits, we have to watch the movie on its final day. It 
doesn’t matter if it will be a great or hurtful memory. 

"Good grief. | accidentally stepped on the girls foot. She glared at me," Au plays 
along with passion after Up is seated. 

"You weren't careful. How about you, Tun?" he asks the third man following close. 

"I’m good at dodging. | stepped on no foot." 

If he did, then it would be a ghost's foot. Silly. 

"Tess, you okay?" Now it’s my turn. 

"I'm okay. How exciting. There are more people than | expected," | laugh dryly. 

Once seated, the movie is about to start. There are no movie trailers like in the other 
universe. 

"| don’t know what to do with my life after this." Au’s emotional dialogue begins in 
the first fifteen minutes of the movie. "It flopped. Who would trust us to write a script 
again?" 

"Don’t think about it now. Let's appreciate your hard work." | try my best to cheer 
him up. He sniffles and focuses on the story he knows well. 

Pong was going to join us, but he needed to be at his bar, leaving only the four of 
us. The funny thing is Tun thoughtfully initiated the idea of collecting our money to pay for 
the booze, but Pong firmly refused to accept it. 

So, | suggested ld give him a free movie ticket and promise to visit his bar 
regularly. Do you know how he reacted? Pong cried and thanked us for supporting his 
business, then he cried harder because he didn’t want to watch the movie we wrote. 

Fucking cheeky. 

"Fuck, this is the scene I’m proud to present. It turned out pretty good," Up interrupts 
my train of thought. | hate the way he dramatically puts his hand over his chest. 

"Amazing. Can | shake your hand, Mr. Up?" 

"Of course. Do you also want my signature, Mr. Au?" 

"Oh, no, thanks." 


"Fuck you." 

"| like this scene, too," Tun comments. "It’s a miracle of creativity. Our friend is 
brilliant." 

"So proud." Au beams, accepting the compliment with no shame. 

I'm not sure if this is the good side. For the showtime at nine—-thirty tonight, there’s 
no one else but us and the workers. That’s why we can share our opinions and feelings 
about the movie while watching it. 

No disheartening remarks. 

No throwing the blame. 

No regret. 

There are only comforting words and how we've learned to do better if we have 
another chance. 

When the end credits start to roll, no one stands up and leaves. We watch the 
names of the production team with numerable thoughts in our heads. 

"What's your favorite scene?" | ask Tun, the closest to me. 

"The ending scene, where they unite at the restaurant," he says in a low and even 
yet pleasant voice. 

We always share the same feelings. 

"Same here. Why is it your favorite?" 

"Because | relate to it? | went there with you." He turns his charming face to me. 
"The dinner was impressive." 

It’s like | took a time machine back to that evening, the day we found a glasshouse 
and sat amid the romantic atmosphere, with the music, lights, fragrant flowers, superb meal, 
and several conversations. 

"A lot of dishes were delicious, yet you kept giving me the ones that tasted 
awful." 

"You knew? How smart," Tun says with a laugh. 

"The scene in the movie is more romantic than | expected." 

"Chang and the team did a great job." 

Whenever | made a mistake or failed, ld think of Jo, who always gave me a hug 
and consoled me with the same old words. He’d tell me | was the best despite how inept 
the others thought of me. Therefore, what | can do now is remind them... 

"You guys, too. You’re amazing." 

"Yeah, we’re amazing.” 

We're not flattering ourselves. These words emphasize how we still see our worth. 

"Thank you, Au. Thank you, Up. Thank you...Tun." 


"Thank you..." 

The man beside me says and pauses. 

| stare at him and watch his lips move in the dark of the theatre. Even so, it’s clear 
to me. 

‘Talay.’ 


And only we...understand that. 
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SKY 


"Welcome." 

The server-manager—owner greets us warmly. 

We've been through countless things in the past several days. After the final day of 
the movie we're proud of, there is a dramatic change. Our hectic lives are over. We have 
so much free time. We're so free that we have time to drink at the bar the moment it’s 
opened, like today. 

"Hey, Pong. How are you doing?" 

"As you can see." He pouts in another direction as a response. | look there and see 
a small dog sitting still on the table. 

"Is that your new target customer?" Since no humans or ghosts come here, he 
targets pets instead. Unbelievable, this man. 

"Its a customer's dog, you punk. He got drunk and left it here, so I’m taking care of 


Ah...lt's already rough for Pong with his newborn baby and considerable expenses. 
Now he’s taking care of a dog? Pong’s life is more pitiful than ours, apparently. 

"| hope the owner comes to collect it soon. If he doesn’t show up, I'll help you with 
food and the treatment." 

"That’s nice. Here’s the bill for the food." Pong sprints off to fetch the bill right after. 
It must really be difficult for him right now, so | take it and follow the other three to the 
table at the corner of the bar. 

The buddies, Au and Up, have been quiet since entering the bar. When they’re both 
silent, Tun and | have no idea how to light up the mood. It’s been only a short while after 
our failure. 


"What the hell would you like to have?" The only impactful voice belongs to Pong. 


"A case of beer," | reply. From experience, a case of beer is nothing to these damn 
heavyweights. 

"Are you in a competition or what?" 

"Its to give us solace." 

"Don't be sad for too long. Let me know when you have a new project. I'll be happy 
to sponsor you if my bar logo is added to the end credits." 

"You have intentions behind your offer." 

"Of course. | have a kid and a dog. Who would sponsor you for free?" As there’s no 
server at the bar, Pong only pays for the cook and the singers that take turns performing 
here. Despite the lack of customers, he gives us free booze when we feel down. That’s 
more than enough. "Whatever. Enjoy drinking. You can always ask for more." 

"Thank you." 

We're here to get drunk. Once the alcohol has filled our table, we heartbroken men 
drink like tomorrow doesn’t exist. | start counting the beer my friends are gulping down. 
One, two, three, then | lose count. 

When we begin to get drunk, we play our melodrama, starting with Au. 

"| met up with you guys today because | had something important to say," he utters, 
taking a cigarette out of his pocket and lighting it with shaking hands. 

"Me, too," Up says, finishing his glass. "You go first." 

"Our movie is no longer in theatre. Worse, some assholes infringed the copyright by 
spoiling and uploaded it illegally." 


"| think I will...quit writing." 

‘Heart-dropping’ is the only word that can describe how | feel. 

"| mean it. I’m not joking," Au stresses to confirm he has thought it through. 

The atmosphere becomes cold and uncomfortable. We let the silence does its job. 
After a long while, Tun asks. 

"Why all of a sudden?" 

"Look at us now. We've gotten many opportunities but blown them every time. Who 
would hire us?" 

"But we can always prove ourselves. It doesn’t have to be a high—budget movie. We 
can try writing dramas or series. | think we'll gain another kind of experience that way." | 
know Au has made up his mind, but | wish to encourage him. 

"Tess, sometimes dreams remain dreams," he sighs and cracks a smile. "| can’t see 
my future on this path like | did before." 


I'm speechless. It’s over as soon as hearing Au say he can’t see his future on this 
path, so | dont know why | should hold him back. | can only accept and understand his 
choice. 

"What are you going to do?" 

"My dad called me back to help him with our fish farming business." 

"Au’s family owns a fish farm," Tun clarifies as he’s closer to these two than | am. 

"Got it. What about you, Up? Do you want to continue writing?" 

"I’m here to tell you the same thing Au said." | can’t believe even the most optimistic 
person gave up, though pain is clearly shown in his eyes. "| haven't gone home for almost 
a year. My mom said she missed me every day. | think I'll find a good location to expand 
my family’s retail shop." 

"What about you, Tun?" | turn my attention to Tun after knowing Au’s and Up’s plans. 
His face stays emotionless. 

"| don’t know." 

"You're the most passionate about scriptwriting out of us three. Keep going, dude. 
You're fine even without us." It’s as though their dreams and hopes are passed on to one 
person. 

"You know | suck at it." 

I'm not sure what Tun means by that. Sucking at scriptwriting or sucking at living in 
Pakorn’s body? Sometimes | feel like | know him well, but sometimes it seems like | don’t 
know him at all. 

"Go home. If it’s hard to stand on your feet, you have your family waiting with open 
arms." 

"| guess so." 

"Tess." Three pairs of eyes are fixed on me. 

"My turn now, huh?" 

"What’s your plan?" 

"Last time, | went to my brother and promised to do what my family wanted if the 
movie flopped. | guess | have to study hard to graduate. | have a lot of tests these 
days." 

| might be inexperienced, but | strongly believe that effort brings success, though 
nothing is easily achieved in this world. 

I've been through countless failures. Even if the challenge this time is the most 
difficult, there’s a solution for everything and a bright path waiting ahead of me. 

..But not today. 


"It might be painful, but at least you have money to feed yourself," Up pats my 
shoulder, laughing. Everyone then speaks at the same time as if this is our last reunion. 

"Call me if you miss me." 

"Don't call me if you're short of money," | joke despite my broken heart. 

"Youre not reliable at all, you piece of shit." 

"We can meet up when we have time. Maybe watch a movie together?" 

"| can’t miss that." 

"My life without you guys must be lonely." 

"Yeah, lIl be super lonely." 

"Whatever! Cheers to our lives after this." Au raises his glass, and we automatically 
copy him. 

"May our lives thrive and full of good fortune." 

"lll miss how we stayed up all night to write the script. I'll miss the time we drove 
far away to find inspiration. lIl miss the time we shared our creative ideas. VIl miss the time 
we got wasted yet had to wake up to work in the morning. lIl miss when every movie we 
wrote was out and reviewed." 

Au’s voice goes softer and softer until we speak at the same time. 

"FI miss it all." 

The long journey has reached a crossroad. We lost many things along the way, and 
one of them is...our dreams. 

CLINK! 

We clink our glasses softly. | drink to celebrate our goodbye in the hopes that | can 
start anew tomorrow. 

"Let’s take a photo as a memory." 

"Sure. Use Tess’s phone. The quality is better." 

| compliantly hand my phone to my friend. | just don’t understand why I’m pushed 
to the edge of the frame despite being the owner of the phone, and Tun is in the center 
again. 

"Say berry together." 

"Berry~" 

CLICK! 

No crying. 

No ‘Goodbye,’ as | expected. 

Only occasional soft laughs. 

Still the most heartbreaking farewell. 


The alarm goes off in the morning. | wake up groggily even if | want to sleep some 
more. 

A week after the separation of Friend Credits, | am lost again. | feel empty like I’m 
missing something. 

| was used to joining the scriptwriting team when | was free. Now that we’ve gone 
our separate ways, | can’t help asking myself what | will do with my life and how long it will 
take to adjust. 

A while after sitting gloomily on the bed, | come to my senses. 

Right, how could | forget Tun? 

Even if | cant see Au and Up, | have another friend. The one from the same 
universe. The one who knows me more than anyone. With that, | grab my phone and give 
him a call. 

"Tun." 

[What?] His voice sounds freaking sluggish. 

"Are you up? If not, I’m hanging up." 

[I've been up for some time. What the hell do you want?] 

"Ugh...How harsh." If only | had more friends and wasn’t lonely right now, | would 
have hung up mercilessly. "Are you free today? Let’s resume our mission to find our 
portkeys." 

Though the new semester had begun and | had papers and presentations to work 
on, | got all of them done very quickly. Moreover, Tun no longer needs to shoulder the 
important task of writing the script with the team like before. Thus, | assume we're both free, 
and the long-forgotten mission has returned to my mind. 

| continue living in this universe with the purpose of doing whatever it takes to go 
back home, right? 

[Sorry, Talay. | can’t go today.] The way he rejects me in a soft voice disheartens 
me. 

"Why?" 

[I’m packing to go home.] 

"You're moving out of your apartment?" 
[| can’t afford the rent anymore. ] 
"Want me to help you move?" 


[It's okay. | don’t have much stuff. Most are junks, anyway.] Right. That's the kind of 
person you are. You're the dirtiest man on earth. 
"How are you doing? It’s been a while." 


[I’m happy and well, just a little lonely.] 


"Let’s hang out, then." 

[Ask yourself if you have time for me. Our schedules never matched. ] 

| guess its because Tun was always busy when | was free, and Tun was free when 
| was busy. It’s been like this for so long to the point that we rarely saw each other despite 
the short distance between our places. 

"Sorry. Let’s find time later. There must be a day we're both free." 

[What about tomorrow afternoon? Are you free?] 

"| have classes tomorrow, but | have time in the evening." 

[lm not free tomorrow evening. I’m running an errand with Pakorn’s dad.] 

"Here we go again." It's repeating, but | cant do anything except grumble in my 
mind. "Have you contacted Pang lately?" 

[Sometimes. ] 

"Why is your voice so soft?" Every time | mention her, his voice and answer always 
sound weird. 

Knock, knock, knock. 

Before Tun answers, knocks on the door draw my attention. 

"Yes?" 

The door is opened to Thanin. 

"Tess, don’t forget the tutoring today." It’s like he knows his brother is going to go 
out. | am caught red-handed due to the phone at my ear. 

"Who would forget that?" 

Last night, | decided to go home to talk things out with Tess’s family and spent a 
night here. | forgot one of their conditions is | have to graduate. | need to study with a tutor 
three days a week to make sure | will pass the last exam. It happens to start today. 

Tess’s father hired a tutor too quickly. | can barely brace myself. 

"Take a shower and have a meal," Thanin reminds me. He glares before spinning 
around and exiting the room, leaving me with Tun on the phone. 

"Ah...It seems like | can’t talk to you anymore." | have to meet my tutor. 

[| understand. See you later.] 

"Call me when you’re done moving out." 

[Okay. Bye.] 

"Bye..." 

| hang up, though | want to chat with him more. 


"Luckily, | didn’t pass the audition." 


Tun has been busy these days, saying he was caught up in his family’s business, 
so | didn’t want to bother him. | started living without him by sparing my time from studying 
to visit the Association of Thai People in Different Universe and search for my portkey. In 
the end, there was no progress. | carried my little heart to find solace in a friend who 
enjoys the nightlife like Kita. 

Instead of comforting me, he throws me the bomb. 

"You're rubbing salt into my wooooound." | hope his dad kicks him out again. When 
he crawls back to me asking to stay over, I'll laugh my ass off. 

"Just kidding. Even the superstars couldn't save the movie. You think Fuse and | 
could have? The problem is the economy. No one wants to spend money these days." 

"Good excuse. Otherwise, | would have punched you." 

"So scared." 

"Wanna die?" 

"Ooh, how brutal! What did your dad say, though? Did you have a big fight with your 
family? I’m curious." 

"No, he didn’t even scold me." 

It’s strange. He would always lash out at me when he got mad. If he was furious, he 
would even get violent. But, this time, Tess’s father was different from what | had expected. 
He sat there and simply told me to study hard and nothing more. 

"He definitely suppressed his anger. It will explode soon," Kita guesses. "Trust me. 
Stay away from trouble, or you'll really be in trouble." 

"But I’m bored." 

| sigh and lean against the backrest in weariness. 

Two weeks after the separation of Friend Credits, plus a week without Tun, my life 
has lost its vibrancy. Kita hung out with me at times, but it didn’t feel the same. 

"Wanna go clubbing tonight? I'll call Fuse." 

"You just told me to beware of my dad’s suppressed anger." 

"Ugh, you idiot. You used to be so smart at causing trouble. Why are you so dumb 
now?" How do | comprehend these words? Is he complimenting or indirectly insulting me? 
"Sneak out. We can disguise ourselves since your dad has eyes everywhere." 

"Do | have to go that far?" 

"You're talking like you don’t remember squeezing your body into a T-rex 
mascot." 

Erm...Tess was that crazy? Besides spending money extravagantly, he wasted time 
changing his appearance. I’d be exhausted before going out. 

"Let’s have fun." 


"| don’t want to get drunk these days. My life feels oddly empty." 

"How about inviting Fuse over for a movie night?" This idea is interesting, but he 
must have forgotten... 

"You said he was crazy in love with his girl." 

"We can drag him out of his room. Don't worry. I'll take care of it" Kita grabs his 
phone and calls Fuse right away. | can’t believe the crazy—in—love guy shows up an hour 
later. 

"Hello, my beloved friends." 

"Do you still remember I’m your friend?" He must be so in love, considering his 
annoyingly glowing face. 

"Aw, Tess...dont say that..." Fuse looks shy. He hasn't reached the couch when his 
phone chimes. "Oh! My little bunny texted me. She must miss me so much. Muah, muah." 

"Fuck, will you be able to focus on the movie? Put away your phone and sit here." 
Kita pats the pillow, so Fuse quickly types a reply before joining us. Good thing he’s not 
here empty-handed. He brought a bottle of red wine to add to the fun while watching the 
movie. 

The movie marathon starts at eight until the clock strikes two in the morning. We are 


all dizzy. We ran out of wine long ago, but those two ordered more. That’s why all of us are 
wasted right now. 

"Hey, go sleep in the bedroom." | shake the two punks lying down on the floor. 

"We're good." 

"Good, my ass!" | have to carry them into the bedroom. They’re fucking heavy. What 
a burden. 

After dealing with the drunk guys, | tidy the apartment. Tess hired a maid before, 
but I’m doing everything on my own now. 

It’s three in the morning. In a movie, they say it’s time you get spooked by ghosts. 
That’s not the case for me, though. To me, it’s the time loneliness creeps in, and the only 
one | think of when feeling lonely is Tun. 

He’s probably asleep. Ah...maybe he’s not. 

Should | text him? No, | should just call him to catch up. Damn it! It’s three in the 
morning. Will | be a bother to him? 

While arguing with myself, | can’t stand the hollowness in my heart anymore. | give 
him a call. If he doesn’t pick up, I'll give up and try again tomorrow morning. Just as 
expected... 

Tun doesn't pick up until the last ringing tone. 
Life goes on as time and days pass by. 


| have gone back to being the same old Talay who is still passionate about life. 
Besides the nauseously intensive tutoring, | had to find time to meet other people as it 
allowed me to search for my portkey. Plus, those people kept me company, which reduced 
my loneliness to an extent. Those around me also faced some changes. 

26 Pictures announced a new project directed by a famous director. It received 
considerable attention. 

Cheewin’s path toward his dream is smooth. The international movie he directed 
won an award. 

Kita got kicked out by his dad again. He asked to stay with me with a sad face. 

Fuse broke up with his beloved little bunny out of the blue, then he dated another 
girl in the blink of an eye. 

Au and Up texted me at times to catch up and occasionally updated their lives with 
photos on Instaqam. 

| cant believe everything happened in two months. 

Everyone looks happy, and so do |. But | don’t know why it feels like something is 
missing from my life... 

"Did you just wake up?" 

I've arrived at my apartment at three in the afternoon. Kita is resting on the couch 
with a sleepy face. Having him in my life makes my life feel ten times more sluggish. 

"Yeah," he replies, yawning. 

"Are you not going out today?" 

"Too lazy. Where have you been?" 

"| was seeing an old friend." 

"Why?" 

Dismissing his question, | get a plate and cutleries to give my friend some food. 

It’s been like this for the past several days. Meeting new people was still fruitless. 
No one is likely or indicative of coming from my universe. However, I’m not giving up. If | 
don’t succeed today, there’s still tomorrow. 

"Seriously, are you secretly dating someone?" 

"Nonesense." 

"Whom did you see every day?" 

"Collecting debts." That works. The professional nosy man asks no more. 
"Hungry?" 

"Yessss. VIl do it. Come and sit comfortably." 

"Good." 


Kita pats the couch and nimbly transfers the food | bought on his plate. Letting him 
do as he has volunteered, | settle on the couch and turn on my go-to channel to kill my 
boredom. 

"Hey, Tess." 

"What?" 

"Mosquitoes laid eggs in your vase. Want me to take care of it?" 

"My vase..." 

| repeat his word and frown a little at the mention of it. 

"The one you left in the kitchen." 

Noticing my confusion, Kita points at the modern white case on the corner of the 
counter. A bunch of roses is in there, but they're not as beautiful as before. They've 
unrecognizably wilted. 

"Oh, | forgot." 

"Want me to throw them away?" 

"It’s all right. lIl take care of it." | walk to the vase and gaze at it quietly. 

| have numerous missions every day. Even so, no matter how busy | am or how 
many people | meet, | still feel like something is missing. 

This question has lingered in my head for so long, and it’s all clear now. 

Right... 

| forgot a friend who has been through many things with me in a certain period. 

Multiple attractions are crowded on a long holiday, but some stay home to avoid the 
bustle outside. | can’t really say I’m staying inside. I’m visiting the friend from the same 
universe at his place, even if this is my first time coming here and GPS led me to the 
wrong alley. 

"| guess it’s here," | mumble until | feel sure, then | ring the bell once. 

DING~ 

If Im at the wrong place, I'll chastise Au in our chat box for sending me the wrong 
location of Tun’s house. 

"Who are you coming for?" an old woman asks. She opens the gate with a smile. 

"Ah...Hello, I’m Tun’s friend. I’m not sure if this is..." 

"Come in." She opens the door widely before | finish speaking. She even looks 
thrilled. 

"Sorry to bother you." 

"Not at all. | don’t know whats the matter with Tun lately. He's been locking himself 
up. | assume he’s lost his passion because his best friends left." | think the woman before 
me is Tun’s mother. Not knowing how to respond, | smile and observe the house. 


Pakorn’s house—l’ll call it this way—isn’t huge. It’s a house with a garden, a large 
lawn, and a rusty, old bus parked in a corner. The big trees surrounding the place give off 
these pleasant and warm feelings. This is the dream house I’ve always wanted. 

His mother leads me inside. We walk through the living room and up the stairs to 
the second floor, then stop in front of a room. 

Knock, knock, knock. 

She knocks on the door right away. Hearing a sleepy voice like someone just woke 
up, she gestures to me to open the door. 

The first thing | see has me speechless. | want to take out my phone to record a 
room tour to find out which snack brands belong to which corners. How can Tun’s room be 
so scary when the house is so beautiful? Will a centipede crawl out and bite me? 

"What a mess," | say, holding my breath. | can smell something. 

"How did you get here?" 

The man on the bed sits up with a grilled pork stick in his mouth and a shoujo 
manga in his hand. Wow, really, he’s chewing his food lying down. His loose shirt and 
shorts only make me sigh. 

"Teleportation." | try to walk over the massive mess on the floor and can’t help 
shaking my head. "There goes the famous actor of the generation." 

"Well, I’m at home." 

"m not like this at home." 

"That’s you. This is me." 

"Aight, aight." 

"What brings you here?" 

"| was tidying up my room when | found what you left with me. | figured I’d return 
them to you." | quickly bring out the remains of the roses tied together and hand them to 
him. 

"Is that it? Be honest." 

What do | say? For the past two months, we rarely called each other and eventually 
forgot each other. | just realized today how much ld longed for our friendship. | can’t just 
tell him what’s on my mind in length, so | put it shortly. 

"I missed you." 

Tun goes quiet before replying. 

"I missed you, too, but | didn’t want to bother you." 

My heart would have fluttered if he hadn't had that piece of grilled pork on his lips. 
Disgusting. The funniest thing is his shy disposition. 


"You're blushing at your own words." 

"Your eyes are playing tricks. Help me clean up the room." 

"You're using me again." 

"Come on." Not listening, he hops out of bed, pokes the stuff on the floor with his 
foot, and points at them for me to collect. Had | known it would end up this way, | wouldn't 
have mustered up my courage to visit him. 

"What about these wilted roses? Where do | put them?" 

"There’s no room. Keep them for me." 

"There'll be room for them soon." 

"%$A8*#*@(I~$%' He always speaks an alien language when he can't argue. 

"You can keep them in this cabinet." 

"&* ($#@)!" 

"Fuck you." Annoyed, | shove the flowers back into my tote bag. 

Talay was born to struggle. | tidy up the room without a choice, letting the room 
owner laugh to his heart’s content. He then helps me clean up. 

"Shit, there are a lot more shoujo mangas here." The treasure next to his bed is a 
collection of famous mangas of the generation. From the look of it, there are many more 
than when he lived in the apartment. 

"You can ask for my reviews for each story." 

"Give me the review of your life first." 

"Finish cleaning up, and I'll tell you." | sigh and patiently clean up with this tiny bit of 
motivation, but | feel good deep inside. Even with something more tiring or troublesome, I'd 
be happy to do it as long as | have Tun. 

"Come have some snacks." 

After over an hour of us tidying up the mess, Tun’s mother shouts from downstairs 
as if knowing our moods. Having no reason to reject, | run down the stairs to the dining 
table, where snacks and sweet drinks are prepared. 

"Thank you." 

"Who is this?" The fourth person joins in as | stuff a cookie in my mouth. 

"Tun’s friend." Judging from the aura, this must be the legendary graphic director. | 
immediately fold my hands over my chest. 

"Hello." 

"Oh, oh, make yourself at home. It’s nice a friend came over. Tun wont be cooped 
up in his room this way." He steps closer and stares at me. "If I’m not mistaken, you're Tess, 
right?" 

"Yes." 


"It's been a while. How are your parents?" It will ruin my image to say they are 
disciplining me, so | choose a typical answer. 

"The same as ever." 

"Send them my regards." | smile as a response. He resumes, "Let’s have lunch 
together." 

I've planned to bug Tess for a long while to make up for our two months apart. Why 
would | turn down the house owner’s invitation? 

"Thank you." 

The parents let me spend time with their son again. 

"Your family is nice." 

"I’m fucking lucky. | barely do anything. The mother does everything for me." Is that 
something to be proud of? 

"That explains why you were lying uselessly on your bed." 

"True." 

"What kind of person is your dad?" 

"He’s always in a good mood. He washes his car and waters the plants in his free 
time. My mom is meticulous. She remembers the number of my garments. Shoes, socks, 
even my underwear." 

"Daaaaamn. Didn't she notice you changed?" 

"She did, but | put up an act, saying | was into a character in my script. Kind of like 
method acting." 

"Really." His life isn’t boring at all. It’s like he practices his acting skills every day. 
"Have you contacted Au and Up?" 

"Sometimes. They're busy." 

"This is life," | sigh, patting his shoulder. 

DING~ 

The doorbell goes off as we're sitting in resignation at the dining table. Tun’s mom, 
faster, enthusiastically shouts. 

"Vl go." 

After a silence, someone stops in front of us. 

"Hi, buddies." 

"Up! How did you get here?" | cry out in excitement. | didn’t think the friend | hadn't 
seen for ages would be here. 

"| came here because | missed you guys. Here are spicy sausages from my 
hometown." Up hands the bags to me and then to Tun. The house owner’s son now 
asks. 


"Thanks. Do you have any business in Bangkok? It’s unlikely that you just missed 
us." 

"No. I’ve been back for some time but didn’t show up to protect my pride...| want to 
ask you guys to do scriptwriting together again." His face is full of excitement when 
mentioning scriptwriting. "My family business was great and all, but life wasn’t as happy as 
before. | missed scriptwriting. Besides, | got so many ideas going home this time." 

Up gushes as though he’s suppressed it for so long. He doesn’t forget to take out 
his shabby notebook to show us that he can’t toss away his dream while walking on 
another path. 

"| also thought about that. Life without you guys are freaking lonely. You, too, 
Tess." 

For a moment, Tun holds my gaze. His voice and eyes make me swallow quietly, 
and | change the topic to hide it. 

"Thank you for thinking about me." Someone is flustered. Thats me. "Since we're all 
here, let’s call Au over and ask him to do what you guys love again." 

"Will he come?" Up looks unsure. 

"Just try. What’s so bad about calling a friend?" 

He nods, persuaded. A moment later. The three of us video-call our friend, missing 
him. When we hear Au’s first words, our memories come rushing back. 

[Hey, buddiesssss. ] 

"Are you fishing?" Tun is at the front with Up and me standing behind like props. 

[What?] He asks back, sticking his ear close, knitting his brow. | guess he really 
can’t hear us. 

It looks like he’s fighting against the crashing waves and the signal isn’t good. The 
screen blurs and glitches several times. 

"Are you on a fishing boat?" Tun asks again, but the signal is still bad. 

[I can’t hear you. How come Tess and Up-pree are at your house?] 

His answer doesn’t relate to the question at all. Amazing. 

"He came here because he was lonely." 

[How nice.] Au grins. | feel like crying. | wish he was here with us. 

"Visit us if you have time." 

[Sure, man.] He shouts against the engine of the boat soaring in the middle of the 
sea. Afraid we won't have enough time to talk, | poke Tun’s arm to tell him to get to the 
point. 

"Au, here’s the thing..." 

[Hey, gotta hang up. There's no signal.] 


We're trying to speak, but the situation doesn’t allow it. In the end, all three of us 
crack a sheepish smile. We wave goodbye before the video—call ends. It’s a shame the 
complete reunion of Friend Credits won't happen anytime soon. 

"| think Au is happy with his fish farm." 

Up pats my shoulder and plods out to the garden with his head down, forgetting 
we're going to have lunch. 

DING~ 

"The doorbell rang three times today. | think it will rain." 

Tun jokes as the three of us plan what we want to do in the near future. A second 
later, the active mother shows up as if knowing her job. 

"lll go." This time, her son doesn’t let her repeat her action. He stands up at his full 
height. 

| watch the tall, lean figure run out and turn my attention to our imaginary creative 
project. After hearing a clattering sound, our attention is drawn to the person who has just 
arrived. 

"Au, you punk!" 

Our Preeda cries out and slides the piece of paper in front of him away. The three 
of us rush in and hug like a touching friendship scene from a classic movie. How long has 
it been since Friend Credits was all together? 

Hic! I’m trying to be emotional, but why don’t my tears fall? 

"Stop hugging me. | can’t breathe." Au also isn’t emotional. He pushes our heads a 
few times. 

"m going to cry. It’s really you. | thought your spirit traveled here." 

"| missed your foul mouth and shitty words, Up-—pree." 

"Hehe." 

"Let’s sit down. I’m about to get buttcrack cramps." 

I'm trying to create a memorable moment, but no one cooperates. Even Tun doesn’t 
care and returns to his chair while scratching his butt, unbothered. 

"Ugh, you're as cheeky as ever. | heard you've done nothing for the last two 
months." Au turns his gaze to the house owner and receives an answer with a level 
voice. 

"| had no passion." 

"That’s an excuse." 

"Whatever." 

He ends the topic just like that. Once all of us are seated together, we chatter 


away. 


"We called you at noon and you arrived in the evening. Are you a superhero?" | ask 
Au in curiosity. He scratches his neck and laughs sheepishly. 

"Haha. Here's the thing, | wasn’t fishing as you guys thought. | was taking a ferry 
from the island to the city." 

"Good grief! Why didn’t you tell us?" Up slaps the table. 

"Blame the network operator. It’s not my fault." 

"Well, why did you suddenly turn up at Tun’s place?" 

"To put it simply, | wanted to ask you guys to write scripts again." 

"Hey, we thought the same." 

"Kyaa, I’m so proud. We'll make a billion." The two buddies get excited, never 
learning a lesson to not expect the profit. Our last project is a failure. Don’t even think of 
climbing the rank of Box Office. We'll be lucky if we make enough to pay for the actors. 

"Dreams, hopes, money, and fame." If they don’t stop imagining things, | swear I'll 
leave to poop or something. "What about you, Tun?" 

It’s like they know what I’m thinking. They changed the subject right after | thought 
of leaving. 

"Give us a good answer." Au, don’t pressure your friend. Your friend is a famous 
actor in the other universe. 

"Count me in. At least it’s better than lying down doing nothing." 

We've finally received a reply from the man who said he lost his passion. 

FWIP! 

They turn their heads to me again. | knew it! The last one in the group is bound to 
be pressured to state an opinion. Someone like Talay can never get away from this. 

| don’t need to think long, actually. 

"All right. Even if we fail, it’s better than giving up our dreams." 

"Yeah! Let’s celebrate." 

| still remember the day we said goodbye, and the feeling of losing something is 
still vivid. Therefore, the reunion, the new beginning, and the decision to go forward today 
feel like a dream. 

..A good dream | never want to wake up from. 

"Prepare alcohol. We won't stop until we're knocked out." 

"lll ask my mom to make something to eat with beer." Tun runs to the back of the 
house without waiting for a response. 

Once the snack and drinks are ready and we've filled our stomachs with dinner, it’s 
time for a movie marathon. We don’t actually watch it, though. We just turn it on while we 


chat over drinks. 

"Cheers to the reunion of Friend Creditsssss." Au raises his glass. 

"Its our new start." Up lifts his glass. 

Tun and | follow. 

The funny thing is Tun’s mother didn’t want us to drink alcohol, so she bought us 
multiple crates of two—hundred-—milliliter milk boxes. | have only vomited because of booze. 
| think this time it will be milk. 

"You know~ | really missed you guys. | even thought of your faces when fishing." 
He’s drunk? Is he pretending to be drunk? "Same here. Come give me a hug." 

"Hic, Up—pree, my son of a bitch." 

"Waah, Au, my piece of shit." 

| realize they're not drunk from milk. They hid booze in their bags and sneakily 
sipped on it. It’s easier now because the parents are asleep. 

"Tess, want some?" Noticing me staring, Up passes me the bottle of booze he was 
hiding. 

"No, thanks. I'll take care of you guys." 

"Take care of Tun first." 

"m a heavyweight." 

"Your face is red. You’re drunk," the two buddies tease. | can’t help glancing at the 
man beside me. | see those red strips on his cheeks, but | think it’s caused by the hot 
weather. 

"Mind your own business." 

"Okay." 

We watch the movie we've watched together and laugh in genuine joy. Some jokes 
are super lame. But, with alcohol in our bodies, we can’t stop laughing. 

Around midnight, our laughter is drowned by the working engine. It soon fades. 

"Its probably Cheewin." We hear footsteps, then the eldest brother appears as 
expected. "If this were a lottery, | would win." 

"Never thought I’d see you all here." 

He’s a simple man, always wearing a white tee and washed jeans. For the record, 
he’s never changed his hairstyle for a decade. The buzz cut is his signature. 

"Hellooooo." 

"Hey." Cheewin sits on the floor with us in a friendly manner. He even steals the 
grilled sausage, the only food we have. 

He’s a popular director at the moment, with fame, money, and advanced skills. 


"Its been a while. How are you? You want to write scripts together again, huh?" 
Damn, did he have a vision? 

"How do you know?" Up asks. 

"I’ve been there. | wanted to do it. | gave up. | tried again." 

"You're crazily famous now. How amazing. You're my idol," Au praises him. These 
two sure have a way with words. 

"| believe you." Cheewin’s expression says otherwise, though. | guess he can detect 
if someone is sincere or flatters him. "Do you have any plans?" 

"Yeah, we have many ideas." 

"Good. It’s time to start again. My brother finally stopped sleeping all day." 

"You said | didn’t have to do anything," Tun shoots back. 

"| told you to take a break to find yourself an answer. You misinterpreted me." 

| like it when these two argue. They have this weird dynamic. | think Tun can feel 
the warmth of this family to some extent. 

"Cheewin, let me ask you something,” | ask after listening for a while. 

"| won't answer hard questions. | prefer simple questions, like, what’s my favorite 
fruit?’ Ugh! What kind of person is he? He’s unnecessarily cheeky. 

"This one is not hard. Just answer how you feel." It’s what I’ve been curious about. 
"How did you feel when you finally got there?" 

The point of success, where he proved himself to others and his work was 
recognized. 

"Good." Too short. 

A dead silence with no further explanation. | quit waiting and reach for the sausage. 
It's like Cheewin tries to mess with me because he resumes as | put the sausage over my 
mouth. 

"You know, ten years ago, | imagined my movie getting an award. | imagined myself 
giving a speech with my crew smiling with tears behind me." 

Wow, that’s a clear picture, as expected from an experienced director. 

"| would get interviewed and have articles about me on the internet with cool, 
impactful quotations. I’d go home, read them proudly, and tell myself I’m the best." 

This description can be a sequence of events in a movie. | gotta give it to him. He’s 
also eloquent, drawing us to keep listening. 

"You didn’t get to do all of that?" | ask. 

"| did, but it felt totally different." He shifts and stretches before putting on a serious 
face. "Some mornings, | woke up and asked myself, ‘So what?’ Yeah, I’ve achieved my goal. 
What's next? The happiness | felt was temporary. What should | do when it dissipates?" 


"Have you found the answer?" 
"Yes." 
"What is it?" 


"Find a new goal." 


"There are tons of things in the world to do. If you fail to achieve your first goal, you 
might succeed in the next. Who knows?" 

We chat a little more. Cheewin teaches me to understand there’s no prime time in 
life. Only what we want to do or be at the moment. In the end, if he wants to return to 
being an ordinary director, carrying a cheap camera to make a movie on his own, that’s 
what he loves and feels passionate about at the moment. 

Cheewin excuses himself to get some rest, leaving us feeling touched and jotting 
down his words to possibly put in a script if an opportunity occurs. Our ideas are 
overflowing, and the booze we brought is continuously poured. 

The clock strikes four in the morning. They start stammering and stuttering at times. 
I’m sure now that it’s not because they're drunk. They're sleepy but forcing themselves to 
stay awake and carry on with the conversation. 

Eventually, their bodies can’t take it anymore. They're knocked out on the floor, 
leaving me, the only one surviving. 

"Me again." 

| cuss under my breath and fetch the pillows on the couch to slip under my friends’ 
heads. I’m annoyed, but I’m also worried they'll be uncomfortable. They're sound asleep, 
chewing. | doubt they know anything. 

"Lift your head up." After the two buddies, | take care of the angel baby of this 
house. 

Amid the silence of the night and the only light in the living room, I’m not sleepy at 
all. If it were before, | would have played a movie or turned on the music of my relaxing 
playlist to kill time. 

But now, | stare at Tun’s face as these odd feelings slowly creep in. 

| stay like that for so long that | can’t be bothered to count the time. My head starts 
coming up with a game to kill my boredom. This game is to find out what | like about the 
man in front of me. What about him that | like? It has nothing to do with the appearance of 
Pakorn. 

"He’s cheeky," | mumble to myself, then | get smacked in the head by an invisible 
hand. "But | don’t like cheeky people." 

Thoughts go wild late at night. Even so, | can’t stop my action and thoughts. 


"He’s shy." 

This one is reasonable. Whenever | see him turn red to his ears, | want to tease 
him. 

"He can sing." 

It’s a shame that, when he sings, his cheekiness takes over this talent. 

"He’s caring." 

Does that count? There’s a thin line between caring and nosy. 

"He’s not picky." 

As long as there’s stir-fried meat with basil, he can feed on it for two years straight. 
He can eat it until he smells like basil. 

"He gets along well with people." 

We hit it off right away when we first met. He’s also supportive of his friends, 
playing along with everything they say. Plus, he isn’t called the legendary ice—-tonger by 
luck. He'll soon be called the master of dry laughter as it suits his personality. 

Ah...| don’t think those are good points. 

What made me like him and long to see him today? 

My feelings...? 

He made me think of Paradox’s Love even though | didn’t want to be in love. 

He made me think of the pastel colors when | color—graded the short rom-com 
movie. 

He made the ambiance of the glasshouse restaurant more romantic, though we had 
dinner as friends that kept arguing that day. 

He made me feel good with my ordinary real name even when | was in someone 
else’s body. 

Yeah. ‘My feelings.’ 

Because these feelings stemmed from him... 

All the reasons I’m trying to pinpoint are... 

"Because it’s you." 

lts you. 

Be it good or bad, impressive or depressing, I’m glad | got to know who he is. 

| accidentally said what was on my mind. I'm relieved the drunk guy can’t hear it. 

But then, my assumption is shaken. As | stare at his face closely, there are small 
movements under the closed eyelids. 

My heartbeat quickens. My body goes numb. Though | want to retreat as fast as 
possible, | can’t. It’s too late. 


Tun is suddenly awake. He holds my gaze quietly as if to imply that everything 
said.. 
He heard it all. 


(To be continued.) 
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